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THE   STORY  OF   MADGE 


AND 


THE  FAIRY  CONTENT. 

CHAPTER  I. 

MADGE'S  DISCONTENT. 

TT  was  a  wonderful  kitchen  wherein,  on  a 
certain  Christmas  eve,  Madge  played  an  active 
part.  The  raisins  lay  in  rich  brown  heaps  ;  the 
sight  of  the  lustrous  candied  fruits  kept  the  eyes 
of  Master  Orlando  (what  fine  names  we  all  have 
now-a-days  !)  wide  open,  long  after  their  usual 
hour  for  closing ;  the  sly  fingers  of  Miss  Cecilia 
had  made  one  or  two  bold  incursions  upon  the 
portly  basin  of  currants,  and  Master  Ulysses  had 
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been  thrice  driven,  at  the  point  of  the  rolling-pin, 
from  the  pounded  sugar.  Every  five  minutes  a 
ring  at  the  wonderful  kitchen-bell  announced 
the  arrival  of  more  Christmas  fare.  A  huge 
sirloin  was  received  with  cheers  by  the  young 
hopes  of  the  Barthlemy  family.  The  turkey  had 
a  frantic  reception.  Master  Ulysses  informed 
the  cook  that  mamma  had  promised  him  he 
should  eat  as  many  mince  pies  as  ever  he  could, 
on  the  morrow ;  and  that  Master  Orlando,  aged 
three  years,  was  to  sit  up  for  supper. 

A  magnificent  fire  crackled  through  a  for- 
midable row  of  bars ;  and  all  kinds  of  sauce- 
pans were  bubbling  and  simmering  about  it. 
Of  course  the  boiler  was  heated,  and  was 
emitting  that  curious  earthy  odour  peculiar  to 
warm  boilers.  Twenty  times  had  Madge  been 
told  by  the  cook  to  be  sure  she  looked  after  the 
boiler  fire :  twenty  times  had  Madge  been  im- 
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plored  to  take  those  tiresome  children  to  bed; 
and  as  often  had  cook  been  met  by  the  assertion 
that  missus  had  given  orders  to  let  the  children 
see  the  pudding  made. 

"  Drat  the  pudding  ;  and  that's  all  about  it !" 
exclaimed  Madge.  Madge  had  been  in  a  very 
bad  temper  all  day.  She  had  confided  her  grief 
to  the  cook,  who  had  laughed  at  her.  This 
treatment  had  aggravated  the  gloomy  symptoms 
of  the  morning.  "  Yes ;  drat  the  pudding, 
and  that's  all  about  it !"  repeated  the  angry 
housemaid,  slamming  the  pantry-door  upon  the 
turkey  to  give  emphasis  to  her  speech. 

"Hadn't  you  better  include  turkey  and  sir- 
loin ;  and  there's  the  chestnuts  P"  said  the 
cook,  her  face  gleaming  with  the  grease  of 
"  thirty  thousand  dinners  !"  "  Say,  '  Drat 
everything/  Madge  ;  it  may  relieve  you," 

"  Well,   then,    drat   everything  ; — there,  I've 
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said  it,"  responded  Madge,   as   she   turned  to 

stone  more  plums. 

"  Don't  be  angry  with  the  plums,"  said  cook, 
watching  Madge's  vehement  use  of  the  knife 
upon  them. 

"  We  stone  the  plums,  and  our  share's  the 
stones,"  said  Madge,  giving  a  scowl   at   Miss  . 
Cecilia  at  the  same  time. 

"  Don't  talk  so  before  the  children." 

Master  Ulysses  had  been  an  attentive  listener 
to  this  altercation  between  the  servants;  and 
he  conceived  that  his  time  had  arrived  for  sug- 
gesting an  inquiry  as  to  who,  in  that  warm, 
bright,  pungent  kitchen,  was  "  a  cross-patch"  ? 

Miss  Cecilia  appeared  to  relish  her  brother's 
suggestion ;  and  the  two  laughed  their  loudest, 
the  young  gentleman  dancing  about  the  table, 
and  pointing  his  finger  to  Madge  the  while. 
Madge  bit  her  lip,  and  observed  that  she  knew 
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somebody  who  wanted  his  ears  boxed.  Still 
the  plums  were  being  vehemently  stoned.  The 
cook  was  becoming  momentarily  more  excited 
over  her  aromatic  table,  where  all  the  ingre- 
dients of  the  great  Barthlemy  Christmas  pud- 
ding were  lying.  Master  Orlando  had  never 
raised  his  chin  from  the  table,  nor  permitted 
his  eyes  to  wander  for  an  instant  from  cook's 
fingers.  He  believed  that  the  cook,  whose 
hands  were  freely  wandering  from  sweet  to 
sweet ;  who  could  toss  piles  of  plums  and 
currants  about  carelessly,  as  though  they  were 
not  the  most  delicious  things  in  the  whole 
world,  and  as  though  the  free  licence  to  eat  as 
many  of  them  as  she  could,  were  not  a  privilege 
beyond  any  other  the  world  could  bestow ;  he 
believed  that  this  autocrat  of  the  sugar-basin, 
and  comptroller  of  the  spice-box,  was  to  be 
envied  beyond  any  other  human  being.  He 
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could  not,  for  the  life  of  him,  understand  why 
this  great  commander  of  the  plum  pudding 
never  put  plum  or  sugar  in  mouth  or  pocket. 
We  believe  that  the  infant  mind  of  Master 
Orlando  held  his  mamma's  cook  in  contempt. 
Given  hy  blind  Fortune  the  most  magnificent 
position  in  the  world,  the  ungrateful  creature 
was  not  thankful.  But  if  Master  Orlando 
believed  cook  to  be  an  idiot,  because  she  did  not 
devour  every  second  plum,  he  was  convinced,  in 
his  own  baby  mind,  that  his  elder  brother  was 
a  hero.  In  truth,  Master  Ulysses  was  worthy 
of  his  martial  name.  He  harassed  the  enemy 
incessantly.  Now  his  head  bobbed  up  under 
the  cook's  arm ;  and  now,  unperceived,  his 
nimble  fingers  were  in  the  basin  before  cross 
Madge.  He  had  secured  at  least  half-a-dozen 
chestnuts,  and  his  pockets  were  distended  with 
sugar.  To  him  the  kitchen-table  was  the 
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enemy's  territory  ;  and  it  was  his  duty  to  pillage 
to  the  utmost. 

"  Uly  !  Uly !"  cried  Miss  Cecilia,  from  time 
to  time,  when  a  larger  prize  than  usual  fell 
within  her  brother's  grasp. 

"  Now  then,  sneak !"  was  the  young  gentle- 
man's courteous  retort. 

"  He  may  eat  them  all  for  me  !"  said  Madge, 
still  pouting  and  frowning,  dashing  the  plums 
upon  the  table  as  though  they  were  so  many 
wasps.  In  due  time  the  plums  and  candied 
fruit,  the  eggs  and  sugar  and  flour,  and  all  the 
sweet  ingredients  of  that  pudding  which  is  the 
pride  and  glory  of  little  children  (and  of  many 
grown  children  also)  all  over  England,  in  due 
time,  we  repeat,  the  ingredients  were  brought 
into  a  harmonious  mixture,  within  the  circle 
of  a  portly  earthenware  vessel. 

The  cook — and  as  the  directress  of  the  Barth- 
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lemy  kitchen  may  appear  again  before  the 
reader,  let  it  be  known  that  her  name  was 
Possum — Possum,  then,  stood  over  her  master- 
piece, in  all  the  pride  of  one  who  felt  that  she 
had  not  lived  in  vain.  It  befel  Madge,  in  a 
careless  moment,  to  ask  Possum  how  she  made 
that  pudding.  Now  Possum  was  naturally  a 
good-tempered  woman :  but  there  are  questions 
that  vanquish  the  equanimity  of  the  most 
angelic  natures,  and  luckless  Madge  had  put  one 
of  these  questions  to  Possum. 

"  Madge,"  said  Possum,  "  that  secret  was  my 
mother's  before  it  was  mine ;  and  it  shall  go  to 
my  grave  with  me.  How  did  I  make  it, 
indeed?" 

Possum  looked  affectionately  into  the  bowl 
that  held  her  triumph,  as  a  mother  looks  into  a 
cradle. 

And  Madge  sulked  again ;  and  declared  that 
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Possum  might  convey  her  receipt  to  its  ultimate 
destination  at  her  very  earliest  convenience. 
Graceless,  gloomy  Madge ! 

The  children  had  rushed  from  the  kitchen  to 
the  drawing-room.  Papa  and  mamma,  and  aunt 
Tottie,  and  old  Mr.  Labrador  (who  was  playing 
chess  with  papa)  must  stir  the  pudding.  No 
excuse  would  be  accepted  from  any  of  them. 
Papa  slily  suggested  that  Cecilia  could  stir  it 
for  him ;  and  old  Mr.  Labrador,  as  he  put  Mr. 
Barthlemy's  castle  in  check,  patted  baby  on  the 
cheek,  and  coaxed  him  to  hold  the  spoon  in  the 
kitchen  for  the  gentleman  who  bought  him  the 
rocking-horse.  But  the  children  would  not 
listen  to  any  compromise.  Uly  turned  on  his 
heel,  and  muttered  something  about  sneaks,  and 
about  his  never  having  seen  such  chaps — the 
chaps  in  question  being  his  parent  and  the 
venerable  Mr.  Labrador. 
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"  Hush !"  said  mamma  to  Uly,  raising  a  pretty 
finger  at  him. 

Mamma  put  her  hand  softly  upon  her  hus- 
band's shoulder,  and  said,  in  that  rich  and 
gentle  voice  a  mother's  has  whose  home  is  rich 
in  love — "  Come,  dear,  to  please  the  children." 

"  They're  coming — they're  coming !"  shouted 
Uly  down  the  stairs.  He  sprang  breathlessly 
into  the  kitchen ;  and  took  up  an  advantageous 
position  opposite  Possum  ;  who  was  now,  in 
anticipation  of  masters  awful  presence  in  the 
kitchen,  frantically  adjusting  her  cap.  Madge 
slunk  away  to  a  dark  corner ;  and  repeated  to 
herself  again  and  again — "  It's  all  very  well  for 
them  upstairs !" 

Papa  entered  the  kitchen,  holding  the  arm  of 
mamma,  and  bearing  Master  Orlando  upon  his 
shoulders.  Cecilia  was  at  Mr.  Labrador's  side. 
Mr.  Labrador  was  lame  and  dim- sighted ;  and 
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the  little  girl  naturally  lingered  near  him  to  tell 
him  how  many  steps  there  were,  and  to  pick  his 
stick  up  should  he  drop  it. 

"Well,  Possum,"  said  Mrs.  Barthlemy,  "is 
everything  right?  But  I  know  you  never  for- 
get anything." 

Possum  smiled  her  most  gracious  smile,  and 
still,  as  the  party  gathered  round  the  fragrant 
pudding,  stirred  it. 

"  Come — now  then ;  who  stirs  first  ?"  said  Uly. 

"  Why,  baby,  to  be  sure,  sir,"  answered 
mamma. 

And  baby  scrambled  from  the  paternal  shoulder, 
to  receive  a  solemn  lesson  on  the  way  he  should 
hold  the  spoon.  But,  the  spoon  once  in  his 
hands,  he  was  in  no  hurry  to  relinquish  it.  He 
stirred  vigorously ;  and  then  prepared  to  test  at 
once  the  excellence  of  Possum's  manufacture. 
Whereupon  the  spoon  was  forcibly  wrenched 
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from  Orlando's  plump  little  fingers ;  and  he  fell 
gobbing  with  bitter  disappointment,  into  his 
mother's  arms.  Then  Cecilia  timidly  stirred : 
then  Ulj  dashed  the  spoon  into  the  bowl,  and 
made  a  whirlpool  in  it ;  then  mamma  and  then 
papa  took  their  turn,  and  then  Mr.  Labrador 
was  dragged  forward. 

"  May  all  God's  creatures  have  a  day's  com- 
fort to-morrow,"  said  the  serious  old  gentleman, 
as  he  stirred  Possum's  pudding. 

"  Now  for  Possum !"  shouted  Uly. 

"Be  quiet,  Master  Uly,"  said  bashful  Possum. 

"Come,  come,  cook,"  cried  Mr.  Barthlemy, 
"  who  has  a  better  right  to  stir  the  pudding 
than  she  who  made  it." 

And  Possum,  blushing  red  as  a  peony,  bash- 
fully stirred  the  pudding  she  had  made. 

Then  Uly  raised  a  shout  for  Madge.  But 
Madge  came  not. 
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The  procession  now  moved  back  towards  the 
drawing-room.  Madge  was  the  only  human 
creature  in  Paramount  Villa  (such  was  the 
unostentatious  name  of  Mr.  Barthlemy's  subur- 
ban residence)  who  had  not  stirred  the  plum- 
pudding. 

"  Well,"  said  Possum,  "  the  blame  be  on  her 
own  cross  head,  if  anything  happens  to  her." 

It  was  the  solemn  belief  of  Possum  that  the 
man  or  woman  who  would  not  stir  the  pudding 
on  Christmas  Eve,  would  inevitably  meet  with 
some  disaster  before  Christmas  came  round  again. 
You  could  no  more  have  driven  this  superstition 
out  of  Possum's  head,  than  you  could  have  per- 
suaded her  to  alter  her  receipt  for  plum  pudding 
by  one  plum.  She  took  her  stand  upon  ex- 
amples, which  she  could  quote  by  the  dozen ;  but 
all  she  knew  on  the  occasion  which  has  afforded 
us  an  opportunity  of  presenting  her  to  the  public, 
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was  that  she  should  not  like  to  stand  in  Madge's 
shoes. 

41  Well,  is  all  that  stuff  and  nonsense  over?" 
inquired  Madge,  as  she  bounced  into  the  kitchen, 
after  the  stirring  party  had  returned  to  the 
drawing-room.  "  Is  it  quite  over  ?" 

Possum  tossed  her  head ;  and  vowed  that  she 
had  no  patience  with  the  temper  of  some  people, 
taking  care  to  leave  very  little  doubt  in  the  mind 
of  Madge  as  to  the  identity  of  "  some  people." 

"  Let  them  keep  in  their  drawing-room,  and 
leave  us  our  kitchen,"  Madge  continued.  "  Here 
we  work,  work,  work  from  morning  to  night, 
while  my  lady  (a  contemptuous  reference  to  Mrs. 
Barthlemy)  spreads  herself  in  an  easy-chair,  and 
fans  herself.  The  luck  of  some  people  !  Well, 
it  does  make  me  cross — and  I  own  it — there  !" 
Madge  sat  before  the  fire,  and  rocked  and  nursed 
her  anger. 
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Master  Uly  burst  into  the  kitchen,  carrying  a 
steaming  jug  of  punch. 

"Here,  I've  brought  some  punch  for  you/' 
said  Uly ;  "  and  isn't  it  nice,  that's  all  ?" 

Madge  stared  doggedly  at  the  fire. 

"Has  she  stirred  the  pudding  ?"  asked  Uly, 
addressing  Possum,  and  pointing  by  jerks  of  his 
hand  to  Madge. 

"  No,  she  hasn't,"  Madge  answered — still 
staring  into  the  fire. 

"  Then  she  shall,"  said  Uly,  "  and  no  mis- 
take about  it."  Uly  tried  to  drag  Madge  to 
the  table,  but  she  was  immoveable.  Then  he 
tested  the  strength  of  his  satirical  talent. 
Wouldn't  it  stir  the  pudding  ?  Was  it  cross ; 
and  didn't  it  know  why?  Did  it  want  a  bit 
of  sugar  ?  Didn't  they  buy  it  any  toys  ?  But 
these  shafts  of  wit  fell  unheeded  upon  the 
head  of  Madge. 
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"Get  along  with  your  impudence!"  was 
Madge's  only  reply. 

Uly  was  not  to  be  turned  from  his  purpose. 

Possum  declared  that  she  was  on  the  point  of 
tying  the  pudding  up.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
it  must  be  in  the  boiler,  at  the  very  latest. 

Uly  now  directed  hig  attention  to  Possum. 
He  vowed  that  she  should  carry  the  pudding  to 
Madge;  while  he  would  make  her  hold  the 
spoon. 

Madge  was  fairly  caught  at  last.  She  dashed 
the  spoon  into  the  pudding-bowl,  and  as  she 
stirred,  cried :  "  Drat  the  pudding  !" 

In  a  very  awful  frame  of  mind,  according  to 
Possum,  was  the  human  creature,  who  on 
Christmas-eve  could  exclaim  : — "  Drat  the 
pudding !" 


CHAPTER  II. 

MADGE'S  CHRISTMAS  DAY. 

TT  was  Christmas  morning.  It  was  a  bright, 
cold  morning ;  and  the  gable  ends  of  Para- 
mount Villa  were  tufted  with  snow.  It  was,  in 
short,  the  weather  proper  to  Christmas.  The 
Barthlemy  household  was  stirring  betimes,  for 
there  was  much  to  be  accomplished  before  the 
dinner  hour.  Master  Uly  was  implored  to  re- 
main in  the  nursery  with  his  brother  and  sister 
during  the  morning;  and  not  to  plague  his 
mamma,  or  show  his  face  in  the  kitchen.  All 
kinds  of  pains  and  penalties  were  to  punish  the 
infraction  of  the  laws  that  were  laid  down  for 
his  guidance.  The  forfeiture  of  pudding,  his 
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present  hanging  upon  the  Christmas  tree,  his 
dessert,  and,  finally,  early  bed,  were  the  penalties 
that  hung  over  the  devoted  head  of  Uly.     They 
kept  him  in  the  nursery  for  at  least  an  hour  and 
a  half.     During  this   time   he  painted  baby's 
face,  pinched  his  sister's   fingers   in   the   door- 
hinge,  put  out  one  of  the  eyes  of  her  best  doll, 
and  wrote  his  name  in  bold  round  hand  with  a 
burnt  stick  upon  the  fresh  wall-paper.     He  was 
now  at  his  wit's  end.     There  was  no  more  mis- 
chief to  be  done  in  the  nursery ;  and  his  curi- 
osity to   know  how  matters   were   progressing 
below   became   almost   ungovernable.      He   de- 
clared that  had  it  not  been  for  that  cross  Madge 
he  should  be  enjoying  the  spectacle  of  Possum 
stuffing  the  turkey.     Possum    had,    moreover, 
promised  him  some  hot  custard.     He  opened  the 
nursery  door  and  peeped  out.     Madge  was  upon 
the  landing. 
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"  Ah !  sir,     /  see  you.     I'll  tell  your  papa," 
cried  Madge. 

"Will  it  go  and  tell?  Is  it  cross  about  no- 
thing?" responded  Uly,  and  then  he  slammed 
the  nursery  door,  and  made  another  search  for 
further  mischief  to  be  done,  but  beyond  the 
addition  of  a  little  more  vermilion  to  baby's 
nose,  his  search  was  unsatisfactory.  Madge  was 
heard  to  descend  to  the  kitchen,  whereupon  Uly 
ventured  upon  a  second  sortie.  He  cast  an  ob- 
servant nose  over  the  banisters,  and  vowed  that 
he  could  smell  the  turkey.  Seeing  the  coast 
clear,  he  crept  downstairs  to  the  point  whence 
he  might  command  a  view  of  the  dining-room. 
Here  a  sneeze  made  his  presence  known  to  his 
mamma,  who  was  busy  before  a  table  loaded 
with  fruit,  piling  oranges  and  grapes  in  a  centre 
dish. 

"  You  naughty  boy !"    cried  mamma,  endea- 
c  2 
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vouring  with  all  her  might  to  look  angry. 
"You  naughty  boy,  what  did  your  papa  tell 
you?" 

TJly  scampered  back  to  the  nursery.  Ten 
times  at  least  was  the  audacious  heir  to  the 
honours  of  the  house  of  Barthlemy  driven  back 
to  the  nursery  by  his  mamma,  or  by  Madge.  It 
was  fortunate  for  the  trespasser  that  his  father 
was  in  his  little  studio,  under  lock  and  key, 
setting  out  the  glories  of  the  Christmas-tree.  It 
was  on  the  very  subject  of  this  tree  that  Uly 
and  his  sister  were  perplexed.  Uly  hoped  that 
his  present  was  not  a  writing-desk.  Cecilia  had 
dreamt  of  a  white  cornelian  heart  set  in  gold 
and  hung  upon  a  velvet  about  her  neck.  She 
was  not  quite  sure  she  believed  in  dreams,  but 
suppose  this  dream  should  come  true,  wouldn't 
it  be  fine?  As  for  baby  Orlando,  he  played 
with  his  horse  and  cart,  in  profound  indifference 
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for  all  besides.  He  would  take  his  fair  share  of 
the  pudding  when  he  saw  it  before  him,  and  he 
would  be  found  effective  at  the  roast-chestnut 
crisis,  but  he  could  not  be  brought  to  look  into 
the  future.  It  was  his  business,  as  it  is  the 
business  of  all  babies,  to  keep  to  the  present  and 
to  enjoy  it.  Let  him  drag  a  lump  of  sugar 
about  in  his  cart,  and  he  will  be  content  till  it 
shall  please  nurse  to  seize  upon  him  and  forcibly 
wash  him  for  dinner. 

In  the  kitchen  Possum  had  declared  to  Madge, 
before  the  breakfast  was  cleared  off,  that  she 
(Possum)  would  not  have  her  (Madge's)  temper 
for  all  she  could  think  of.  Madge  was,  in  truth, 
even  sulkier  than  she  had  been  on  the  previous 
evening.  Every  laugh  that  rang  from  the  nur- 
sery or  dining-room  or  from  the  mysterious 
chamber  where  the  Christmas-tree  was  being 
loaded — every  laugh  added  to  her  ill-temper. 


22          MADGE'S    CHRISTMAS    DAY. 

Other    people   were    laughing    while    she   was 
working. 

"Think  of  the  poor  people  as  have  got  no 
roof  over  them  at  all  to-day,  you  wicked  crea- 
ture !"  cried  Possum,  as  she  hung  the  plumpest 
of  Norfolk  turkeys  before  a  clear  fire,  and  with 
solemn  composure  arranged  a  bright  pan  to 
catch  the  precious  juices  of  this  prince  of  the 
Christmas  table.  "  Think  of  that,  and  bless  God 
that  you  have  a  comfortable  place  and  a  kind 


missus." 


"  Comfortable  place,  indeed !"  Madge  retorted, 
tossing  her  head,  "but  some  people  can  make 
themselves  comfortable  anywhere." 

"Exactly,"  replied  Possum;  "and  there's 
some  that  can't  make  themselves  comfortable 
nowhere." 

'  Well,  there's  one  good  thing,  I  haven't  got 
to  wait  at  table.  They've  had  the  decency  to 
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hire  Mr.  Brocoli  for  the  occasion — the  suspicious 
occasion  I  believe  they  call  it." 

"What  presents  are  there  for  the  servants, 
my  dear  ?"  asked  Mr.  Barthlemy,  addressing  his 
wife.  The  lady  went  to  her  room,  and  produced 
two  dresses,  two  collars,  and  two  neck-ribbons. 
They  were  added  to  the  tree,  together  with  two 
very  small  paper  parcels  that  Mr.  Barthlemy 
packed  himself.  Even  Mouse  the  terrier  was 
not  forgotten  upon  that  tree  loaded  with  trinkets 
and  toys  that  each  bore  a  spirit  of  love  or  good- 
will upon  it.  Mouse  would,  that  evening,  sleep 
in  a  new  collar. 

Although  it  was  the  belief  of  Uly  that  dinner 
time  would  never  come,  it  did  come.  Madge 
did  open  the  nursery-door  at  last,  and  snatch  up 
baby  to  wash  and  pomatum  him  for  the  drawing- 
room.  Miss  Cecilia  was  adjusted  in  her  new 
dress,  and  stood  in  all  the  glory  of  a  fresh  blue 
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sash.  Uly  himself  was  at  length  in  his  new 
suit,  and  had  prepared  himself  to  obey  the  strict 
injunctions  of  his  father,  viz.,  to  come  to  table 
with  clean  hands.  In  the  drawing-room  the  chil- 
dren found  a  hearty  welcome.  Mr.  Labrador  was 
there  in  that  prodigiously  high  stock  of  his,  and 
with  the  thin  tufts  of  his  white  hair  brushed  in 
a  horizontal  line  from  the  back  of  his  head  to 
the  corners  of  his  eyes.  His  yellow  and  red 
Corah  (his  favourite  lobster-salad  pattern)  hung 
from  his  coat-pocket — his  flag  announcing  a  high 
festival.  Papa  was  reading  the  Christmas 
number  of  the  Illustrated  London  News.  Mamma 
was  sitting,  with  open  arms,  expecting  baby. 
Cecilia  crept  to  her  mother's  side,  and  whispered 
about  the  pudding.  Had  it  turned  out  well? 
Brocoli,  the  man-servant  engaged  for  what  cross 
Madge  called  "  the  suspicious  occasion,"  an- 
nounced dinner. 
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There  had  been  a  discussion  between  Uly  and 
his  sinter  as  to  who  had  the  better  chance  of 
being  placed  opposite  the  turkey.  When  Uly 
found  himself  fairly  on  this  vantage  ground, 
he  exchanged  looks  and  signs  of  triumph  and 
derision  with  the  young  lady  who  had  been 
worsted.  It  would  not  amuse  the  reader,  who 
is,  we  trust,  well  acquainted  with  the  details  of 
luxurious  Christmas  fare,  to  be  told  how  the 
Barthlemys  ate  their  dinner.  It  stands  to 
reason  that  Uly  insisted  upon  being  served  twice 
to  turkey,  and  that  he  was  only  diverted  from 
an  attack  upon  a  side  dish  at  hand  by  the  kind 
maternal  suggestion  that  he  must  remember 
there  were  pudding  and  dessert  to  come.  Of 
course  baby  was  almost  buried  behind  a  table- 
napkin,  out  of  which  his  stout  arms  were 
stretched  to  be  in  constant  waiting  upon  his 
mouth,  and  to  aid  the  ingress  of  any  unruly 
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morsel  into  it.  The  pudding  with  blue  forked 
lightning  playing  about  it,  naturally  created  a 
great  sensation.  In  the  excitement  baby  stood 
in  his  chair,  and  in  spite  of  the  indisputable 
mauvais  ton  he  showed  in  leaning  across  Mr. 
Labrador,  made  a  plunge  at  the  flaming  mass, 
spoon  in  hand.  The  spoon  just  escaped  the 
faultless  frill  of  Mr.  Labrador's  shirt.  Still,  the 
old  gentleman  smiled,  and  only  called  the  ve- 
hement young  diver,  a  rogue.  Mrs.  Barthlemy 
was  sure  the  naughty  child  was  troublesome, 
but  Mr.  Labrador  protested  that  it  was  one  of 
the  most  delightful  and  soothing  things  in  the 
world  to  have  a  child's  dirty  spoon  thrust  into 
one's  shirt  frill.  At  dessert  baby  was  more 
subdued.  His  whole  energy  was  given  to  the 
process  of  digestion.  Still  his  little  button  of  a 
nose  appeared  over  the  edge  of  an  orange  into 
which  he  was  slowly  burrowing,  and  by  its  con- 
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slant  movement  assured  his  doting  mamma  that 
he  was  not  asleep.  Uly  had  soon  felt  himself 
vanquished,  and  repeatedly  declared  aloud  that 
he  wished  he  hadn't  had  twice  of  turkey.  Still, 
he  was  repairing  his  fault  by  filling  his  pockets. 
The  Barthlemy  Christmas  dinner  passed  off,  in 
short,  with  great  spirit.  The  children  ate  much 
more  than  was  good  for  them,  and  were  con- 
sequently content. 

But  there  was  one  creature  under  Mr.  Barth- 
lemy 's  roof  who  was  profoundly  miserable.  Even 
the  persuasive  power  of  Mr.  Brocoli  (who  had  a 
fair  business,  and  had  lost  his  wife)  could  not 
comfort  her.  And  so,  the  dinner  served,  Madge 
went  straight  to  her  room  at  the  top  of  the  house, 
to  sit  alone,  beyond  the  reach  of  the  laughter  in 
the  drawing-room. 

"  I  can't  tell  what's  come  to  that  girl,"  said 
Possum  to  Mr.  Brocoli, 
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"Nor  I  neither,"  was  this  gentleman's  pro- 
found and  memorable  answer. 

Once  fairly  in  her  room,  Madge,  having  locked 
the  door,  burst  into  tears.  "  Why  was  she  born  ? 
What  good  was  there  for  her  in  this  world  ?  She 
could  understand  the  good-temper  of  people  who 
rode  in  carriages  and  sat  in  drawing-rooms,  and 
had  servants  to  wait  upon  them.  But  to  be  the 
servant!  To  have  to  work  from  morning  till 
night,  to  answer  knocks  and  rings,  to  wear  eter- 
nal ginghams,  and  have  to  be  thankful  for  missus' 
cast-off  clothes !  Where  was  the  enjoyment  of 
this  ?  There  they  were,  those  Barthlemys,  down 
stairs,  with  all  the  luxuries  of  life  before  them. 
The  servants  must  have  their  leavings.  It  was 
cruel  to  bring  people  into  the  world  to  be  ser- 
vants— very,  very  cruel." 

Madge,  in  a  violent  fit  of  grief,  flung  herself 
upon  her  bed,  and  wept. 
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How  long  she  wept,  and  how  soon  she  ex- 
hausted her  grief,  it  matters  not  to  inquire ; 
but  it  is  enough  to  declare  that  after  a 
copious  shower  of  tears  she  lay  calm  and  silent. 
Her  eyes  were  red,  and  her  bosom  now  and 
then  heaved  gently  with  the  remains  of  her 
sobs. 

The  moon  shone  gently  aslant  the  little  room ; 
but  there  was  a  light  there  that  was  not  from  the 
moon.  In  the  silent,  solemn  night,  a  gentle 
courageous  Spirit  floated  to  the  poor  waiting- 
maid's  room.  There  was  a  genial  glow  in  the 
light  about  her.  On  that  icy  Christmas  night 
she  brought  abundant  warmth  with  her — a 
warmth  that  broke  a  smile  upon  every  cheek 
that  felt  it,  and  laughter  upon  all  lips  upon 
whioh  it  fell.  Up  to  the  waiting-maid's  garret — 
far  above  the  revelry  that  made  the  air  musical 
about  London  streets— floated  this  gladsome 
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Spirit  on  a  mission  befitting  the  day  whereon  it 
was  accomplished. 


And  the  Spirit,  mistily  robed,  stood  at  the  side 
of  sleeping  Madge's  bed.  Madge  was  blue  with 
the  cold.  The  Spirit  touched  the  sleeper  with 
her  finger,  and  warmth  flushed  the  sleeper's  cheek, 
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and  made  her  lips  cherry- red.  And  then  a  smile 
stole  over  the  girl's  features,  as  sunbeams  steal 
again  over  a  valley  from  which  a  cloud  had 
parted  them.  The  movements  of  the  Spirit 
were  musical  as  leaves  stirred  by  the  south 
wind. 

Presently  the  face  of  the  good  Spirit  was  clearly 
visible.  It  was  a  radiant,  happy-tempered  face 
— a  face  to  make  happy  every  beholder.  In  that 
cold  garret,  on  that  winter  night,  it  looked 
warm  and  pleasant.  It  made  sunshine,  indeed, 
in  that  very  shady  place,  as  its  beams  played 
upon  the  sleeping  figure  of  poor,  discontented 
Madge. 

Gradually  Madge's  eyes  opened,  and  still  she 
smiled.  Eesting  on  her  elbow,  she  contemplated 
the  dim  outline,  crowned  by  the  lovely  face  be- 
fore her. 

"You  are  sad,   child,"  said  the  Spirit,  in  a 

D 
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voice  that  was  a  thrilling  harmony.  "  You  are 
sad.  What  ails  you  ?" 

Madge  dropped  her  eyes  in  confusion,  but  spake 
not. 

"  I  read  your  thoughts.  I  have  heard  of  your 
sorrow ;  but  it  is  not  well  that  you  should  call 
me  here,  when  I  have  most  solemn  calls  else- 
where. I  have  come  to  your  aid,  then  listen  to 
me.  Under  this  roof,  where  there  are  comforts 
manifold,  where  there  are  happy  creatures  pass- 
ing, as  they  should  pass,  a  happy  day,  you  have 
frowned  the  light  through,  and  have  removed 
yourself  from  your  fellow-creatures  to  bewail 
your  destiny,  and  nurse  bad  feelings  towards 
those  who  are  at  this  moment  bearing  your  hap- 
piness in  mind.  It  irks  you  that  your  lot  is  cast 
in  humble  life;  that  you  eat  the  price  of  the 
work  of  your  hands ;  that  you  have  not  the 
wealth  of  the  creatures  for  whom  you  labour. 
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Most  ignoble  fretfulness  is  this — as   you  shall 


see." 


that  pudding!"  smote  upon  Madge's 
ear  from  some  strange  voice — not  the  Spirit's. 

The  Spirit  continued,  a  little  solemnly  now,  in 
her  sweet  and  gentle  voice — 

"  Oh,  the  work  that  is  done,  and  done  in  this 
world  cheerfully  !  The  heavy  sum  of  work  and 
pain  and  peril  by  which  that  you  spurned  last 
night,  and  spurn  again  to-day,  was  brought  be- 
neath this  roof.  You,  who  would  not  taste, 
because  of  your  humble  lot  and  necessity  to  work ; 
you,  who  in  jealousy  of  the  rich  and  great  would 
receive  no  favour  and  smile  upon  no  good  wish. 
Come  with  me,  that  you  may  learn  something  of 
the  sum  of  suffering  and  danger  by  which  this 
house  and  all  houses  round  about  have  this 
day  been  gladdened.  And  they  who  bear  the 
camel's  load  shall  wear  merry  faces,  and  they 
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who  brave  the  foaming  main  shall  answer  its  roar 
with  cheerful  songs  of  home.  Approach,  and 
read  the  pictures  that  shall  meet  your  sight/' 

Madge  was  drawn  unconsciously  towards  the 
window,  in  which  there  was  a  bright  light.  She 
sat  in  rapt  astonishment,  as  scene  shifted  upon 
scene,  and  still  the  Spirit — the  bright,  good 
Spirit  at  her  side — talked  and  counselled  in 
gentle  seriousness. 

"  Drat  the  pudding !"  echoed  once  more  from 
a  dark  corner  of  the  room. 

"  Let  us  see  how  it  reached  you,  Madge,  to  be 
spurned  in  your  unreasonable  anger." 

And  the  Spirit's  finger  pointed  beyond  the 
window. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

FLOUR,      MILK,      EGGS. 

HPHEKE  was  a  blue  haze  over  the  window, 
and  Madge,  her  hands  clasped  upon  her 
knees,  strained  her  eyes  to  pierce  the  mist. 
Gradually — very  gradually  —  it  warmed  and 
thinned  in  the  centre.  Presently  it  faded  away, 
as  breath  fades  from  polished  steel. 

A  parched  and  dreary  waste,  that  rose  and 
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rose  in  the  distance,  lay  before  her.  Little 
specks  were  moving  in  tracks  along  the  waste, 
all  converging  to  a  crowd  of  houses  that  skirted 
a  blue  sea  to  the  left.  The  houses 
were  no  larger  than  dolls'  houses ; 
the  ships  no  bigger  than  those 
little  boys  float  in  ponds, 
dreaming  the  while  that  they 


v  7. 


are  launching  leviathans.  As  the  specks  ap- 
proached, she  could  distinguish  carts  drawn  by 
oxen,  and  in  the  carts  were  full  sacks.  Wearily 
the  carts  jolted,  and  wearily  the  men  urged  the 
oxen  forward.  The  sun  flamed  down  a  destroying 
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heat— a  heat  that  rose  from  the  parched  earth, 
and  reached  her  as  she  gazed. 

Into  vast  granaries  in  the  distant  town  were 
the  contents  of  these  sacks  to  he  poured.  And 
then,  laden  with  hay  for  the  oxen,  these  carts 


must  turn  hack  on  a  long,  long  home  journey, 
over  tremhling  bridges,  and  presently  through 
treacherous  quagmire.  Worn  and  sad,  the  oxen 
are  turned  into  the  shed,  and  the  driver  enters  a 
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mud  hut,  the  thatch  of  which  will  not  protect 
him  from  the  rain.  Winter  steals  over  the  scene 
of  the  serf;  for  he  is  a  serf,  with  a  master  who 


may  flog  him  as  his  oxen  are  flogged.  In 
the  mud  hut  crouch  wife  and  children  round  a 
little  black  stove.  The  earth  is  ice-bound :  the 
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cold  searches  the  marrow  of  men's  bones.  The 
fir  forest,  the  ice-decked  branches  of  which  rattle 
drearily  in  the  breeze,  gives  him  but  the  most 
meagre  supply  of  dead  wood,  while  it  yields 
fragrant  truffles  to  his  lord.  The  winter  will 


pass  only  to  give  him  labour  for  which  he  will 
have  no  pay.  He  must  till  the  softened  soil, 
and  grain  the  fruitful  furrow,  and  reap  the 
golden  harvest ;  content,  if  for  his  work  he  has 
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earned  no  lashes  from  his  master's  knout.  The 
grain  must  be  thrashed,  the  sacks  must  be  filled 
again,  the  oxen  must  be  yoked,  and  the  dreary 
waste  must  be  passed ;  and  yet  not  one  wheat- 


ear  shall  pass  his  lips.  Rye-bread,  and  gruel 
made  of  the  grits  of  buckwheat  and  lumps  of 
melon,  content  him.  He  has  no  dreams  beyond : 
he  is  where  his  grandfather  was  before  him — 
where  his  grandson  will  be.  He  will  be  indeed 
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grateful  if  he  be  not  suddenly  seized  by  his 
lord's  overlooker,  cast  into  irons,  and  with  half 
the  crown  of  his  head  shorn  from  the  nape  of 
the  neck  to  the  brow,  sent,  chained  to  fellow- 
serfs,  to  serve  his  Emperor  on  the  field  of 
battle. 

Yet  under  the  serf's  leaky  thatch,  before  his 
scanty  fire,  over  his  mess  of  buckwheat,  the  serf, 
whose  hands  make  eastern  seas  of  golden  grain 
for  the  comfortably  housed  of  the  civilized  west, 
there  is  the  content  that  can  on  occasion  sing  a 
song.  Even  from  his  gloom,  if  he  will  have 
a  stout  heart,  and  a  firm  purpose,  he  may 
emerge  into  the  light  of  freedom.  He  knows 
men  whose  cradle  was  not  more  exalted  than  his 
own,  who  have  bought  their  freedom.  The 
chances  are  desperate;  but  they  undoubtedly 
exist.  The  mines  of  Siberia  lie  nearer  to  him 
than  the  home  of  a  free  man;  but  he  bows 
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his  head  humbly  to  God,  and  curses  not  his 
fate. 

The  blue  haze  thickened  before  the  parched 


waste,  till  it  blotted  it  altogether  from  Madge's 
sight.  She  had  no  time,  however,  to  wonder ; 
for  the  strange  voice  from  a  distant  corner  of  the 
room  that  had  already  fallen  on  her  ear,  and 
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that  now  indistinctly  resembled  that  of  Possum, 
smote  upon  her  sense. 
"  THAT'S  THE  FLOUR." 


A  soft  wind   upon   the   maiden's  cheek   an- 
nounced the  movement  of  the  blue  mist.     It  was 
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paling  and  thinning  rapidly,  and  as  it  passed 
away  the  scene  darkened.  The  stars  twinkled 
in  a  deep  blue  sky.  Dark  colourless  masses  of 
trees  gently  waved.  Then  the  sky  brightened, 
but  coldly  in  the  east ;  and  Madge  could  discern 
a  farm-yard,  the  budding  trees  about  which  told 
her  (or  should  have  told  her  had  she  not  been  a 
thorough  little  cockney)  that  it  was  spring  time. 
Two  or  three  lights  danced  about  the  yard  from 
lanterns  in  the  hands  of  farm- servants.  She 
followed  their  movements  with  intense  interest. 
The  wind  was  sharp,  and  the  air  was  damp,  sug- 
gesting a  very  uncomfortable  rising  in  the  dark. 
But  these  servants  had  risen  through  the  winter 
in  the  deep  stillness  of  night,  when  the  ice  was 
in  sharp  spikes  upon  the  well-rope,  and  the  hay- 
fork almost  blistered  the  hands;  so  that  they 
could  not  complain  now.  The  servants  must  be 
astir  before  the  stock.  The  cows  will  not  wait 


FLOUR,    MILK,    EGGS.  47 

to   be   milked;    and    the  first   flushing   of   the 
east  brings  the  fowls  forth  in  quest  of  barley. 


The  pigs  grunt  for  food  ere  their  eyes  are  wide 
open.  There  is  a  busy  town  three  miles  off, 
where  there  are  hundreds  of  people  who  will  ex- 
pect to  find  the  fresh  milk  of  the  morning  upon 
their  breakfast-tables  before  eight  o'clock.  There 
are  chubby  babies  by  the  dozen  whose  bottles 
must  be  filled  at  sunrise,  "  fresh  from  the  cow." 
In  winter,  as  in  summer,  the  busy  town  must 
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have  its  early  milk.  So  the  labourer  must  brave 
the  sleet  at  five  on  January  mornings,  and  with 
benumbed  fingers  set  to  his  daily  work.  Nor  is 
his  reward  bountiful.  How  often  do  those  nurse- 
lings of  his  humble  nest  eat  meat  ?  Some  twelve 
shillings  weekly  must  buy  the  bed  and  board  of 


seven  human  creatures.  There  is  porridge  for  his 
breakfast  after  the  first  farm  work  is  over.  Yet 
as  ho  holds  the  lantern,  and  approaches  the 
sties,  he  has  a  cheery  word,  even  for  the  pigs. 
The  plump  farmer  sallies  forth,  red,  and  bluster- 
ing. He  has  issued  from  a  homestead  that  is  a 
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picture  of  country  comfort.  Within,  white  da- 
mask is  being  spread  for  his  breakfast ;  the  air 
is  fragrant  with  coffee  and  bacon.  He  strides 
boldly  over  his  fields  to  where  the  silent  shep- 


herd is  unfolding  his  flock.  The  day  breaks  with 
gusty  showers,  and  the  shepherd  leans  without  a 
sigh  against  his  house  upon  wheels,  to  pass  the 
long  hours  with  his  dog,  while  the  sheep  crop 
the  clover  or  lucerne.  He  must  watch  his 
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•baggy  family,  and  be  careful  of  the  skipping 
lambs  that  bound  about  their  ragged,  weather- 
beaten  mothers.  They  must  have  very  close 
watching.  The  thousand  ills  to  which  mutton 
is  heir  must  be  guarded  against.  There  is  the 
shearing,  and  the  washing;  there  will  be  stray 


sheep  to  hunt  out  of  neighbours'  cornfields ; 
there  will  be,  in  short,  months  of  watching  and 
anxiety  for  farmer  and  shepherd,  before  the 
flock  will  be  ruddled  and  sold.  Then  there  are 
the  oxen  in  the  straw  yard.  How  the  farmer 
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has  calculated  the  cost  of  every  turnip  they  eat 
and  of  every  ounce  of  flesh  they  make ! 

As  the  day  brightens,  all  the  activities  of  a 
farm   pass   before    Madge's   eyes.      The   blood 


rushes  to  the  faces  of  the  servants  as  they  lift 
heavy   bundles   of  straw,  as   they  drive   laden 
wheelbarrows,  or  as  they  steer  the  plough.     The 
E  2 


52  FLOUR,    MILK,    EGGS. 

dairy-maids  pant  as  they  churn  hour  after  hour, 
and  still  the  butter  comes  not.  And  when  the 
harvest  comes,  it  brings  with  it  troops  of  ragged 
men  and  women,  who  are  foot-sore,  and  who 
crave  only  rest  in  an  empty  barn,  and  a  hard 
day's  work  for  a  small  wage  under  a  broiling 
sun.  Yet  when  the  last  sheaf  is  stacked,  is  there 
not  a  nosegay  for  its  crown  ?  and  are  not  three 
times  three  given  over  the  bounty  with  which 
Heaven  has  blessed  the  labours  of  man,  though 
but  sparingly  the  golden  fruit  falls  into  the  cabin 
of  the  labourer?  The  modest  roast  and  thinly- 
fruited  pudding  that  appear  upon  Giles's  table, 
crown  his  year  of  labour  with  content ;  and  the 
mug  of  ale  is  lifted  in  his  cottage  to  smiling  lips. 

The  film  is  coming  over  the  happy  scene. 

"THE  EGOS,  AND  MILK,  AND  SUET,"  cries  the 
mysterious  voice,  that  has  already  more  than 
once  sounded  in  Madge's  ears :  a  voice  that 
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sounded   more   and   more   like  Possum's.     But 
Possum  was  in  the  kitchen. 


There  stole  upon  Madge  a  distant  murmur, 
like  the  humming  of  bees ;  there  were  op- 
pressive beatings,  like  pulses  in  the  over- 
burdened head.  Then  there  was  a  clatter, 
as  of  boys  far  off  frightening  marauding  birds 
from  sown  fields.  The  tumult  of  sound — 
the  ceaseless  movement — the  gigantic  walls — the 
towering  columns — the  whirring  of  wheels,  and 
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plunging  of  massive  beams — the  crowds  of  hur- 
rying men,  women,  and  children,  as  they  took 
possession  of  her  senses — entranced  the  staring 
Madge.  Was  she  in  cloud-land!  Had  she 
eaten  of  a  wondrous  weed!  Still  the  scene 


grew  in  distinctness,  till  she  saw  vast  sheds 
where  hundreds  of  men  were  throwing  the 
shuttle,  and  which  were  noisy  as  the  rattle  of 
musketry.  Then  there  were  dark  forges,  with 
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flaming  fires  on  all  sides.     Men,  muscular  and 
dark  as  Yulcan,  were  pouring  liquid  steel,  bright 


Mi-iliiiliiWIli!' 
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as  sunbeams,  into  earthen  moulds;  gigantic 
hammers  were  flattening  bars  of  iron,  easily  as  a 
ma  id  pats  a  lump  of  butter.  Boys  armed  with 
pincers  were  drawing  long  lines  of  wire,  like 


hot  sealing-wax,  from  mysterious  machines. 
Here  a  man  seized  upon  a  misshapen  lump  of 
metal,  and  in  a  minute,  lo !  a  copper,  bright  and 
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shining  as  the  red  face  of  Bacchus !  There  a 
youth  whipped  up  a  glistening  scrap,  and  with 
the  blow  of  a  steam  arm,  lo !  a  spoon.  Besting 
from  their  work,  the  brawny  Vulcans  panted  as 


they  wiped  their  damp  brow.  Then  follow  per- 
spectives of  long  rooms,  where  women  are 
brightening  and  finishing  the  rude  work  of 
men;  and  dirty  sheds,  where  great  grindstones 
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are  revolving,  sending  oat  sheets  of  flame,  as 
boys  and  men  apply  blades  to  their  resisting 
surface.  Then  a  bell  rings,  and  from  hundreds 
of  sheds  and  mills,  from  all  kinds  of  obscure 
corners,  men,  women,  and  children  pour  through 
broad  gateways  into  narrow,  foggy  streets.  The 
women  have  but  very  dingy  shawls  to  throw 
over  head  and  shoulders ;  many  of  the  men  are 
bent  or  lame.  They  flow  in  a  chattering  torrent 
past  broughams  and  chariots  waiting  at  shop- 
doors.  These  elegant  vehicles  hold  the  ladies  of 
the  masters.  The  great  houses  that  crown  the 
heights  round  about  the  smoky  city  are  the 
dwelling-places  of  the  masters.  And  the  smoke 
rolled  over  all.  It  rolled  thicker  and  thicker, 
till  poor  Madge,  strain  her  eyes  as  she  would, 
could  hardly  distinguish  a  factory  chimney  from 
a  lamp-post.  But  she  could  distinguish  an  up- 
ward movement  of  the  scene.  It  was  strange — 
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it  was  awful.     The  chimneys  rose  out  of  sight. 
Then  the  houses  rose ;  and  then — she  was  under- 


ground. The  strata  of  the  earth  pointing  down- 
ward were  discernible.  And  then  there  were 
low,  narrow  passages,  up  which  human  creatures 
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on  all  fours  were  tugging  little  waggons  of 
glistening  ore,  or  dull  black  coal.  Now  a  faint 
light  appeared,  and  the  click  of  a  pickaxe  could 
be  heard.  The  heat  standing  in  spots  upon  his 


begrimed  face,  the  poor  miner  was  upon  his  back, 
picking  patiently  at  the  fruitful  vein.  Woful 
work !  Hundreds  ot  feet  buried  under  the 
surface  of  the  earth  from  morn  to  dewy  eve !  in 
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hourly  peril,  even  with  that  happy  triumph  of 
science — the  miner's  lamp  !  with  little  hope  for 
age,  or  more  comfort  for  to-morrow  than  to-day 
brings  !  In  the  winter,  the  miner  sees  only  the 
pale  east  promising  the  sun  in  the  morning,  and 
the  flushed  west  assuring  him  that  there  has 
been  sunlight  in  the  evening.  Life  is  almost 
constant  darkness  to  him  ;  and  his  reward  is 
bread  for  himself  and  family.  His  labour  sup- 
ports the  great  house  of  the  neighbourhood, 
where  the  owner  of  the  mine  lives.  He  passes 
the  owner's  daughter  upon  her  prancing  steed, 
and  respectfully  touches  his  cap  to  her.  He 
may  have  a  difference  with  his  owner,  but  it 
will  be  only  about  a  few  more  pence  per  week, 
to  bring  some  new  modest  comfort  to  his  little 
home.  Yet  a  cheerful  fire  blazes  in  this  home 
on  holidays  ;  and  there  are  happy  people  there. 

A  flutter  at  Madge's    shoulder  diverted   her 
attention  from    the   wonderful   window.      The 
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good  Spirit— whose  presence  had  warmed  her, 
and  by  whose  grace  she  had  seen  all  these  won- 
ders— floated  before  her,  robed  in  drapery  light 


and  bright  as  sunbeams,  with  mist  for  a  scarf, 
and  only  a  radiant  face  distinct. 

"THE    COPPER,    KNIVES    AND    FORKS,    AND 
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PUDDING-CLOTH  !"  whispered  a  voice  (it  must 
have  been  Possum's)  in  Madge's  ear.  But 
Madge  was  wrapped  up  in  the  gracious  Spirit 
before  her.  And,  in  a  voice  soft  and  pleasant 
as  the  murmur  of  the  south  wind  over  flower- 
beds, the  Spirit  spoke  : — 

"Your   own  eyes   have   now  wandered   over 


many  scenes.  You  have  seen  the  serf  toiling 
over  the  steppes  of  his  native  country  to  bring 
you  wheat ;  you  have  watched  the  labourer  on 
cold  mornings  providing  you  milk  and  eggs ; 
I  have  shown  you  the  smith  at  the  forge,  the 
Weaver  at  his  loom,  the  miner  in  the  bowels 
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of  the  earth.      You   have  yet    much    to    see 
before   we   part.      You  have   already  travelled 


far,  and  yet  you  have  seen  but  the  hundredth 
part   of   the   toil  and    peril   I    am    bound    to 
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show  you.  We  must  pass  much,  however. 
I  might  lead  you  where  the  potter  moulds 
the  plastic  clay  into  shapely  vessels  for  your 
use ;  into  silver  mines  where  slaves  live  and 
die,  and  whence  hard  masters  send  the  metal 


that  furnishes  the  tables  of  the  rich ;  over 
vast  seas  of  cotton,  where  the  stolen  negro 
toils  under  the  whip  of  a  cruel  owner ;  within 
silent  prisons,  where  evil  doers  are  working 
wicker  and  picking  mats,  under  the  stern  eye 
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of  the  outraged  law ;  down  muddy  lanes, 
where  men  and  women — human  spiders — are 
twisting  string  and  rope  from  breakfast  to 
bedtime  ;  into  very  humble  places  indeed, 


where  sick  old  men,  and  children  prematurely 
old,  are  slaving  over  German  dolls,  the  sight 
of  which  has  brightened  many  eyes  to-day; 
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up  to  dressmakers'  garrets,  where  the  mid- 
night needle  is  buying  scant  comfort  for  an 
aged  mother ! " 

There  were  tears  standing — -jewels  of  the 
heart! — in  Madge's  eyes.  The  good  Spirit 
continued : — 

"  The  pin  that  holds  your  kerchief  is  the 
work  of  many  busy  hands ;  the  vast  forests  of 


the  icy  north  are  felled,  and  great  workshops 
are  raised  to  yield  the  match  by  which  you 
light  your  comforting  fires ;  the  cast-off  rags 
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of  the  beggar  furnish  paper  for  your  valentine. 
The  cheeks  of  the  weavers  who  spun  your 
cap-ribhon  are  hollow ;  for  their  labour  suffices 
not  to  feed  them.  Happy,  indeed,  are  tens 
of  thousands  to  labour  through  all  their  waking 
hours  that  the  pangs  of  hunger  may  not 
make  their  nights  sleepless.  Even  the  blind 
and  halt  are  not  exempt  from  work." 

Madge  could  no  longer  look  in  the  face  of 
the  good  Spirit,  but  cast  her  eyes  humbly  to 
her  feet. 

"But  see,"  said  the  good  Spirit,  "we  have 
far  to  travel  yet." 

The  Spirit  pointed  to  the  window,  and  Madge 
meekly  turned  her  eyes  towards  it. 

"  Drat  the  pudding !"  cried  the  voice  from  a 
distance  in  the  room.  Madge,  so  strange  a  hold 
had  the  good  Spirit  taken  upon  her,  almost 
burst  into  tears. 


69 


CHAPTER   IV. 

SUGAR. 

nnHE  haze  before  the  window  was  now  a 
golden  red;  and  there  arose  to  Madge's 
face  a  burning  heat.  The  red  vapour  skimmed 
swiftly  past  her  eyes,  till  she  thought  she 
must  be  travelling  swiftly, — as  the  lightning 
travels.  Her  lips  apart,  her  eyes  starting 
from  her  head,  her  hands  clasped  convul- 
sively together,  drawing  her  breath  heavily 
and  rapidly,  the  astonished  girl  waited  till 
the  red  warm  mist  should  part,  and  open  to 
her  the  strange  scene  to  which  she  knew  she 
was  drifting.  Moments  were  long  weary  hours 
to  her,  so  intense  and  impatient  was  her 
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curiosity.  She  had  already  seen  strange  things 
through  that  little  window ;  but  the  good 
Spirit  had  told  her  she  was  now  bound  on  a 
journey  to  far-off  regions,  where  nothing  would 
be  familiar  to  her.  From  her  comfortable  room 
she  must  survey  her  dusky  brother  bearing 
the  fardel  under  a  flaming  sky,  to  send  to 
her  some  of  the  good  things  she  had  spurned. 
She  felt  that  already  she  had  learned  to  bless 
her  own  condition;  she  knew  how  humble 
she  felt  at  heart;  she  was  burdened  with  a 
heavy  sense  of  shame  for  the  ungrateful  spirit 
she  had  shown ;  but  her  fault  had  been  heavy, 
and  she  must  submit  to  all  the  punishment 
her  good  genius  had  in  store  for  her.  Only 
she  prayed  that  the  punishment  might  not  be 
too  heavy  upon  a  little  handmaiden  who  was 
nursed  in  ignorance,  upon  whose  head  no  gentle 
mother's  protecting  hand  had  been  pressed. 
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Still  the  golden  mist  flew  fast,  and  spectres 
appeared  upon  it  that,  to  the  excited  Madge, 
looked  very  like  great  ships  with  all  sails 
set.  Then  high  mountains  broke  through  the 
haze ;  then  a  strange,  but  many-tinted  vegeta- 
tion broke  through  the  film  which  still  hung 
about  the  bases  of  the  mountains.  Majestic 
rows  of  cocoa-nut  trees  lined  the  shore,  their 
leaves  almost  dipping  into  the  lively  sea. 
Among  the  trees  grotesque  groups  of  black 
men  are  chattering  and  working.  A  busy 
city  grows  out  of  the  shore,  and  comes  to 
the  foreground  of  Madge's  picture.  A  wharf, 
indescribably  busy,  is  crammed  with  puncheons 
of  rum,  tierces  of  coffee  and  ginger  smelling 
pungently ;  hogsheads  of  sugar,  exuding  dark 
richly  coloured  molasses;  bales  of  cotton  for 
home  looms;  bags  of  pimento,  richly  tinted 
stacks  of  mahogany  and  the  fragrant  cedar, 
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blood-red  logwood,  tobacco,  and  arrowroot.  On 
the  other  hand  there  are  English  coals,  beef, 
pork  and  butter  and  clothing  arrived  to  be 
exchanged  for  the  rich  products  of  the  Western 


Main.  Chattering  black  men,  English  sailors, 
and  solemn  merchants  move  about  these  tum- 
bled products  of  the  East  and  West. 

Madge   stretches   her    neck   eagerly   forward 
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as  the  film  gathers  over  this  curious  scene  to 
break  upon  a  golden  sugar-cane  harvest.  A 
large  gang  of  dusky  labourers,  singing  a  real 


negro  melody  the  while,  cut  the  juicy  harvest 
with  the  sharp  muschet.  Hard  by,  oxen, 
buried  to  their  haunches  in  luxurious  Guinea 
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grass,  look  cool  and  refreshing, — the  green 
grass  lying  in  pleasant  contrast  to  the  yellow 
maize  and  canes.  The  open,  airy  houses  of 
the  sugar  planters  are  at  hand,  with  their 
cool  green  jalousies.  Along  the  river  bungays 
are  drifting  with  rum  and  sugar  to  the  great 
vessels  at  its  mouth.  The  fruitful  soil  pro- 
vides, for  the  parched  lips  of  man,  abundant 
fruits.  Yams,  mangoes,  shaddocks,  bananas, 
oranges,  Avocado  pears,  and  melons,  are  at 
his  command.  The  Seville  orange  yields  a 
refreshing  odour  from  the  blood- wood  and 
bullet-tree  floors  which  it  polishes  with  the 
help  of  wax.  Pleasant,  in  truth,  are  these 
open,  cool,  and  fragrant  houses  of  the  planters, 
where  the  negro  waits,  and  where  negro  chil- 
dren work  in  pickaninny  gangs.  But  where 
are  the  dusky  servants?  Where  and  how  do 
they  live  ?  Perhaps  toiling,  heavily  laden, 
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up  a  mountain  in  "a  trunk-fleet,"  carrying 
dainties,  hours  in  advance  of  the  family,  who 
are  about  to  make  an  excursion.  Can  the 
negro  not  remember  the  time  when  he  was 
summoned  to  work  at  daylight  by  three 
cracks  of  the  whip  ?  He  has  his  clay-built 
cottage,  and  his  garden  where  he  cultivates 
his  yams,  cocoas  and  peas,  and  he  is  free. 
But  not  many  years  have  passed  since  English 
gentlemen  wrote  about  him  as  about  cattle. 
In  1835  "a  Eetired  Military  Officer ".  called 
the  emancipation  of  the  slave  the  interference 
of  "  the  presumed  intellectual  advances  made 
in  humanity."  Under  this  burning  sun  there 
is  heavy  work  to  do,  far  away  from  the 
worker's  original  home.  These  vast  settle- 
ments and  plantations,  these  busy  wharves, 
these  endless  rows  of  cocoa-nut  trees,  the 
pimento  which  the  birds  sow,  this  arrowroot 
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for  which  the  invalid  is  grateful, — all  are  raised 
here  by  negro  labour  under  circumstances  that 
would  appal  the  humblest  Englishman  who 
enjoys  them.  Carelessly  the  English  servant 
casts  her  sugar  into  her  teacup,  knowing  not 
the  story  of  that  sugar.  But  the  scene  is 
shifting  rapidly  under  Madge's  eyes,  shifting 
back  to  the  fields  where  the  golden  sugar- 
canes  stood,  and  where  the  negroes  sang  at 
their  work.  The  story  of  the  sugar-cane  is 
about  to  be  unfolded  under  Madge's  humble 
eyes. 

The  story  of  sugar  might  be  carried  back  into 
far-off  ages,  of  which  only  the  dimmest  fables  are 
the  unstable  record.  To  poor  Madge  the  ques- 
tion how  the  sweet  canes  of  the  East  first  got 
westward,  whether  they  were  borne  to  Venice  by 
the  sturdy  warriors  of  the  Cross  to  be  made  into 
"  Venetian  loaves,"  as  sugar  was  long  afterwards 
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called,  what  matters  it?  The  travels  of  the 
sugar-cane,  to  Sicily,  to  Spain,  and  by  the  Canary 
Isles  to  the  great  western  isles  and  continent,  are 
matter  for  the  grave  historian,  not  to  be  set  be- 
fore a  simple  handmaid,  who  must  learn  her  moral 
by  plain  and  pat  narrative.  Madge  saw,  through 
her  wonderful  window,  no  warriors  of  the  Cross 
carrying  sweet  canes,  no  swarthy  Andalusians 
rudely  reaping  in  Spanish  cane  fields.  Before 
her  grew  a  picture  of  the  negro  in  a  sugar  plan- 
tation of  the  West,  the  grand  mountains  behind 
him,  and  the  rich  vegetation  of  an  Indian  climate 
about  him. 

He  is  preparing  the  ground  for  the  reception 
of  canes.  The  earth  varies  in  tint  from  a  deep 
chocolate  to  a  bright  scarlet,  and  as  he  turns 
it  to  the  sun  it  glistens  as  though  it  were 
glazed. 

The  rains  are  commencing,  and   the   negro's 
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hands  are  blood-red  with  the  stains  of  the  rich 
earth  he  is  turning  upon  the  sugar  plants.  Yet 
he  must  hold  to  his  work  now,  for  the  rains  are 
to  draw  the  canes  forth,  that  they  may  send 
forth  shady  foliage,  to  keep  the  earth  about 
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them  moist  before  the  dry  weather  sets  in. 
Thousands  of  miles  away  from  Madge  is  the 
negro  planting  these  canes,  the  produce  of 
which,  after  long  and  tedious  processes,  and 
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stormy   nights   at   sea,    will   reach   her    sugar- 
basin. 

The  cuttings  which  the  negro  and  his  com- 
panions have  in  their  hands — (Madge  can  see 
them  as  plainly  as  though  she  were  one  of  the 
party) — are  the  tops  of  the  canes  that  have  been 
already  ground  for  sugar.  The  seasons  circle 
rapidly ;  the  young  sprouts  appear  above  ground, 
whereupon  the  negroes  with  their  hands  sprinkle 
more  earth  over  them  to  strengthen  them.  Then 
the  shoots  start  like  an  arrow  from  the  ground ; 
while  the  incessantly  busy  negroes  hoe  the  weeds 
away  carefully  from  between  the  tender  plants, 
and  remove  all  useless  suckers.  Then  there  are 
the  plants  springing  from  last  year's  planting — or 
second  ratoons  to  be  watched  and  nursed.  The 
negroes  are  moving  briskly  in  the  rows,  and  the 
red  earth  is  cleared  till  it  glows  like  a  gay  riband 
between  the  plants.  As  the  plants  grow  they 
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have  to  be  protected  from  the  most  irredeemable 
robbers  in  the  world. 

The  scene  darkens  to  a  fine  night,  with  a 
sapphire  sky  overhead.  The  canes  stand  like 
silent  regiments  of  slender  men.  Presently, 
stealthy  figures  approach  the  plantations.  They 
drop  from  trees;  they  leap  out  of  the  long 
grass ;  they  bound  lightly  along  the  roads — all 
chattering  lowly,  crafty  marauders  that  they 
are !  They  never  enter  a  plantation  before  they 
have  planted  scouts  to  protect  them  against  a 
surprise.  All  precautions  taken,  they  enter 
the  rows  of  sweet  canes,  and  there  tear  up, 
trample  upon  them,  eat  and  suck  at  their  plea- 
sure. They  destroy  in  their  wicked  frolics  and 
greediness  more  than  they  consume.  Presently 
dogs  rush  upon  them,  and  the  sharp  rattle  of 
musketry  is  heard.  The  monkey  robbers — for 
the  mysterious  forms  were  troops  of  monkeys — 
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rush  helter-skelter  to  the  woods,  driven  back  by 
the  watchful  negroes.  But  a  few  robbers  are  left 
upon  the  field,  having  paid  for  their  felony  with 
their  lives.  The  negroes  pick  up  the  dead 
monkeys  carefully,  and  if  Madge  could  have 
looked  into  one  of  the  mud  huts  that  stand  out 
of  the  sapphire  sky,  she  would  have  seen  an  ebon 
sportsman  enjoying  the  smoking  body  of  his 
victim.  The  negroes  are  very  fond  of  monkeys 
and  rats — two  great  enemies  of  the  sugar-cane — 
as  food.  But  those  canes  which  are  ripening 
rapidly  under  Madge's  astonished  eyes,  have 
little  as  well  as  big  enemies.  Ants,  and  clouds 
of  bugs,  called  collectively  the  "blast,"  despoil 
plantations.  But  that  which  is  under  Madge's 
eyes  is  ripening  well.  The  canes  are  a  pale 
yellow  colour.  Its  welcome  juice  is  soft  and 
grateful.  Man  and  beast  drink  of  it  freely,  and 
rejoice  that  it  has  come  to  them.  Sickly  negroes 
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recover  their  strength  when  they  have  tasted  of 
the  cane's  ripe  juice.  And  now  the  negroes 
come  gleefully  with  their  sharp  sickles  or  mus- 
chets.  The  horses,  oxen,  and  mules  delight  in 


the  refreshing  succulence  of  the  green  cane-tops, 
and  will  work  cheerfully  almost  without  inter- 
mission, while  there  are  tops  still  to  reward  their 
labour.  Crop  time  is,  it  is  plain,  a  happy  time. 
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Busily  the  cutting  goes  forward.  The  tops  are 
cast  to  the  cattle,  and  the  top  shoot  (which  is 
full  of  eyes)  is  carefully  laid  aside  for  planting. 
Then  the  fallen  canes  are  cut  into  sticks  about  a 
yard  in  length,  and  tied  into  faggots.  The  oxen 
drag  the  juicy  loads  of  faggots  to  the  rolling 
mill,  which  Madge  sees  in  the  distance  turned 
by  a  lively  stream.  Her  eyes  follow  the  wag- 
gons ;  and  now  the  mill  grows  from  the  distance 
into  the  foreground.  The  canes  are  untied  and 
are  passed  between  rollers  that  crush  them  to 
powder,  while  the  juice  from  them  falls  into  a 
leaden  trough,  and  runs  on  its  way  to  the  boiling- 
house.  The  crushed  canes  here  come  into  use 
in  the  shape  of  fuel,  to  boil  the  liquor  they  once 
held.  The  boiling-house  appears,  and  here 
negroes  are  busy  over  vast  coppers  full  of  cane- 
juice.  They  cast  a  little  Bristol  quicklime  into 
the  sweet  liquid,  and  then  urge  the  fires  till  the 
•  G  2 
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mixture  is  almost  boiling;  and  now  a  thick 
coarse  scum  comes  to  the  tops  of  the  coppers  in 
blistered  masses.  Then  the  fires  are  suddenly 


extinguished,  and  after  a  time  the  scum  is  observed 
to  sink  in,  the  fact  being  that  the  pure  liquid  is 
being  drawn  off  into  a  second  copper,  leaving 
this  scum  behind. 

The  juice  is  now  transparent.  It  is  in  the  grand 
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copper,  and  the  negroes  are  busily  preparing  to 
get  rid  of  superabundant  water  by  the  process  of 
evaporation.  All  this  part  of  the  proceedings  is 
a  mystery  to  poor  Madge ;  yet  she  gazed  intently 
on,  wondering  the  more  that  she  could  not  un- 
derstand the  meaning  of  all  she  saw.  As  the 
evaporation  proceeds,  the  scum  that  rises  is 
removed.  The  process  is  repeated  through  four 
boilers,  the  liquor  becoming  thicker  and  less  in 
bulk  with  every  removal.  In  the  fourth  boiler, 
however,  it  remains  till  it  is  judged  sufficiently 
pure  to  be  removed  from  the  fire.  The  negro  in 
attendance  with  a  ladle,  dips  his  finger  and  thumb 
into  some  of  the  liquid,  and  draws  it  out  into  a 
thread.  This  thread  breaks  of  course  at  last, 
and  the  negro  judges  by  the  length  of  the  thread 
whether  the  sugar  has  been  sufficiently  boiled. 
The  purified  liquid  is  now  poured  into  shallow 
wooden  coolers.  As  it  cools,  the  sugar  granu- 
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lates  above  the  molasses  or  treacle.  The  crys- 
tallized sugar  is  now  removed  to  the  curing 
houses.  Here,  over  a  vast  cistern,  are  ranged 
rows  of  hogsheads,  open  at  the  top.  The  bottoms 
of  these  hogsheads  are  pierced  with  eight  or  ten 
holes,  in  each  of  which  the  spongy  stalk  of  a 
plantain  leaf  is  fixed.  The  sugar,  not  yet  free 
from  the  molasses,  is  cast  into  these  hogsheads, 
and  the  molasses,  being  liquid,  flow  through  the 
plantain  spongy  stems  into  the  cistern.  When 
the  molasses  are  drained  off,  there  remains  musco- 
vado, or  raw  sugar,  and  the  hogsheads  roll,  as  the 
scene  closes  upon  Madge's  eyes,  to  the  bungay 
that  is  waiting  for  them  at  the  river  side,  to 
float  them  to  the  great  ship  that  is  to  bear  them 
to  England. 

All  this  activity  passed  before  the  eyes  of  the 
astonished  Madge.  All  that  trouble  by  night 
and  day  for  a  spoonful  of  sugar ! 
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"  THERE'S  THE  SUGAR  !"  cried  the  echo  of 
Possum's  voice ;  and  as  Madge  turned  in  the 
direction  of  the  sound,  a  silver  mist  curtained 
the  window  once  more. 

***** 
***** 
*  *  *  *  * 

Madge  buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  sat 
in  profound  thought.  She,  who  had  been  so 
cross ;  she,  who  had  mourned  over  her  lot, 
and  refused  to  receive  the  kindnesses  that  had 
been  offered  to  her.  She  felt  that  she  had  been 
very  ungrateful. 

The  good  Spirit's  kind  face  appeared  once 
more  to  poor  Madge  ;  and  it  was  welcome  to  her 
sight.  There  was  now  inexpressibly  deep 
tenderness  in  the  expression  of  the  good  Spirit's 
eyes.  In  a  voice  soft  as  that  of  a  mother  speak- 
ing to  her  sick  babe — the  good  Spirit  spoke : — 
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"  You  have  seen  but  the  sunny  side  of  this 
picture :    but   its   very  sunniest  side.      I  have 


unfolded  to  you  the  scenes  of  a  great  industry  of 
the  Western  Main  after  the  curse  was  removed 
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from  it.  Time  was  when  those  dusky  labourers 
for  your  comfort  wore  heavy  chains,  and  were 
covered  with  the  stripes  of  cruel  masters'  whips. 
Time  was  when  slavery  was  the  heavy  curse, 
under  which  the  woolly  heads  bowed  to  their 
unrequited  toil.  When  they  were  kidnapped 
in  Africa;  sold  in  God's  sunlight;  packed  in 
the  dark  holds  of  ships — a  groaning,  stifling 
mass  of  human  merchandise — victims  to  the 
wicked  avarice  of  man.  The  sugar  planter 
bought  the  load,  as  he  bought  his  empty  hogs- 
heads. But  items  of  the  human  merchandise 
had  wives  and  children.  When  one  master 
bought  the  mother  item,  and  another  bought 
the  infant  item:  when  again  one  owner  pur- 
chased the  husband  item,  and  another  became 
possessor  of  the  wife  item,  cries  of  anguish  rose 
to  Heaven,  only  to  be  subdued  by  the  whip  of 
the  overseer.  But  of  what  account  were  the 
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hearts  of  the  items  ?  The  owner  had  the  flesh 
and  sinew,  and  these,  by  the  aid  of  the  whip, 
might  be  turned  into  sugar.  The  tears  that  in 
the  years  gone  by  were  dropped  among  the 


sugar  canes  kept  the  earth  damp  about  them 
through  the  driest  seasons.  Thoughtless  people 
in  this  great  centre  of  the  world's  industry, 
sipped  the  sweet  juices  of  the  cane,  nurtured  by 
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the  tears  of  their  dusky  brethren.  The  cries  of 
mothers,  the  sobs  of  wives,  the  wail  of  children 
torn  from  parents'  arms,  were  carried  upon  the 
wings  of  angels  of  mercy  across  the  bounding 
waves.  The  slave's  cries  of  anguish  smote  upon 
good  men's  ears.  Gentle  hearts  were  touched, 
and  when  gentle  hearts  are  touched,  lips  become 
eloquent.  It  would  be  well  for  you,  Madge, 
could  your  ears  become  sensible  to  the  echoes  of 
the  noble  things  that  were  said  by  gifted,  great- 
hearted men  in  behalf  of  their  dusky  brethren 
smarting  under  the  whip  amid  the  sugar-canes 
of  the  far  West.  The  eloquence  of  tender  hearts 
rose  like  the  sweet  music  of  the  harmonious 
spheres,  and  thrilled  the  nerves  of  your  generous 
countrymen.  Wicked,  hard-hearted  men  did 
sorry  battle  with  the  apostles  of  mercy  for  a 
time.  But  Grod  gives  a  penetration  to  the 
gentle  voice  that  pleads  for  justice  and  for 
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truth,  which  He  denies  to  the  loud-mouthed 
advocates  of  wrong  among  men.  In  the  end, 
Mercy's  winning  prayer  became  an  imperious 
demand :  and  never  have  your  countrymen  heard 
sweeter  music  than  when  they  listened  to  the 
clink  of  the  slaves'  falling  chains." 

As  the  good  Spirit  continued,  her  voice  trem- 
bled with  emotion. 

"  But  only  a  short  time  ago  you  had  brothers 
who  were  bondsmen.  The  simple  dress  about 
you  is  very  probably  the  work  of  a  slave. 
Where  the  cotton  grew  over  broad  hills  and 
valleys  in  the  far  West,  your  dusky  brother 
toiled,  the  chattel  of  his  master.  In  vain  did 
eloquent  men  and  women  raise  their  voices, 
pleading  for  the  wronged  image  of  God,  toiling 
in  bondage. 

"  But  we  have  travels  yet  to  accomplish." 

And  as  the  tender  voice  of  the  good  Spirit 
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died  away,  a  light  broke  once  more  about  the 
window  through  which  Madge  had  seen  so  many 
wonders.  There  were  tears  in  Madge's  eyes  as 
she  turned  to  the  light  and  watched  the  thin- 
ning vapour. 


94 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE     CANDY     AND    THE     SPICE. 

TT  was  a  beautiful  scene  that  fell  now  under 
Madge's  grateful  eyes.  The  air  was  fra- 
grant with  the  odours  of  pungent  fruit. 
There  are  winding,  deeply-rutted  roads ;  flanked 
with  the  spikes  of  the  blushing  cactus :  then 
there  are  flat,  pestilent  marshes,  about  which 
lazy  men  lounge,  frowning  at  strangers.  Deadly 
fevers  rise  from  the  bogs ;  but  still  the  people 
round  about  repulse  the  kindly  hand  of  science 
that  would  drain  them.  Amid  the  brilliant 
cactus  hedge -rows,  lie  squalid  huts,  which  the 
tenants  are  too  lazy  to  repair.  There  is  an 
almost  overpowering  sweetness  in  the  air,  that 
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steals  through  the  windows,  and  oppresses  little 
Madge's  nostrils.  Then  sombre  olive  groves 
appear  about  a  wall ;  there  is  a  gate  over  which 
a  cross  is  planted.  This  is  a  priest's  abode,  and 
all  the  lazy  peasantry  about,  bow  profoundly  to 
him  as  he  lounges  in  his  gateway. 

The  quaint  parsonage  fades;  and  then  the 
pungent  odour  becomes  every  moment  stronger 
as  a  gorgeously  coloured  wood  takes  form,  and 
advances  from  the  distance.  Fruit  which  Madge 
had  seen  only,  up  to  that  moment,  upon  her 
master's  dessert  table,  or  upon  street  stalls,  was 
hanging  in  golden  clusters  upon  grand,  deep 
green  trees.  The  ground  gleamed  with  its 
yellow  load,  like  a  banker's  coffers.  The  great 
trees  are  borne  to  the  earth  with  their  golden 
produce.  As  far  as  Madge's  eyes  can  reach,  it 
meets  with  nothing  but  oranges,  relieved  here 
and  there  by  the  pale  citron,  that  looks  like  an 
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invalided  orange.  Oranges  in  the  foreground, 
oranges  in  the  half- distance,  oranges  marking 
the  horizon  !  Some  of  the  trees  are  of  enormous 
size.  The  king  of  these  noble  plants  hath  a 
trunk  which  a  man  can  hardly  clasp  with  his 
two  arms.  But  orange  trees  do  not  quite 
monopolize  these  enchanted  regions.  Here  and 
there  glades  of  tall  poplars  protect  their  balmy 
neighbours  from  violent  winds.  The  vagabond, 
roving  vine  (its  richest  fruit  is  always  nearest 
to  the  mother  earth)  creeps  coaxingly  round  the 
stalwart  orange  trees,  it  may  be,  to  catch  the 
perfume  of  the  fruit.  The  clematis  casts  its 
branches  of  sweet  flowers,  wildly  as  a  hoyden 
tosses  her  loose  hair.  Where  the  shade  falls, 
the  moss  is  dappled  with  the  violet,  the  peri- 
winkle, and  the  forget-me-not.  A  child,  gazing 
innocently  upon  this  rich  array  of  nature,  would 
cry  "  Here's  Fairyland  at  last !"  But  there  is  a 
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reverse  to  the  medal.      The   poor    people  who 
will    in  due    season    pluck    these  oranges    and 


lemons    are  wobegone    and    ignorant.     No   ray 
from  the  lamp  of  knowledge  shoots  across  their 
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path.  Within  the  priestly  olive  groves — behind 
the  gates  topped  with  a  cross — lie  all  the 
riches  of  this  sunny  scene;  for  the  workers 
there  is  left  but  the  coarsest  food,  and  dirt,  and 
misery. 

"  THE  CANDIED  FRUIT  1"  cried  the  old  voice. 


* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 
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Madge  could  not  imagine  why  the  invisible 
voice  was  so  wonderfully  related  to  that  of 
Possum.  This  voice  called  her  suddenly  from 
the  bewildering  influences  of  the  scenes  that  had 
been  spread  before  her — and  for  a  moment  she 
was  frightened.  But  the  fascination  of  the 
magic  window  was  strong  upon  her.  Her 
heart  might  beat  too  quickly  now  and  then  ; 
but,  while  she  trembled,  she  was  strangely 
pleased.  A  glorious  vision  was  now  in  store 
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for  her,  and  crimson  glimpses  of  the  dazzling 
regions  to  which  she  was  bound,  from  time  to 
time  broke  through  the  swiftly  drifting  mist — 
a  mist  that  was  now  bright  as  a  cloud  of  fire- 
flies. Over  the  blue  waters  of  the  Medi- 
terranean, through  Alexandria,  across  vast  sand 
plains,  where,  strangely  enough,  locomotives  were 
panting  before  the  sallow,  weak-eyed  sons  of 
Egypt,  and  over  broad,  tranquil  waters,  the 
eyes  of  Madge  were  borne. 

And  then  one  of  the  loveliest  visions  this 
world  affords  broke  upon  her  sight.  Chains  of 
mountains,  clothed  to  their  summits  with 
gorgeously  coloured  forests,  rose  from  the  love- 
liest valleys  the  sun  ever  shone  on.  The  gaudy 
verdure  of  the  tropics  was  dazzling.  The 
plumage  of  the  birds  gave  them  the  right  to  be 
called  "winged  flowers."  Uncouth  elephants 
fed  upon  the  rich  herbage  5  the  monkeys  chat- 
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tered  in  the  abundant  cocoa-nut  trees ;  the 
alligators  raised  their  terrible  jaws  out  of  the 
rapid  river ;  jewels  sparkle  unheeded  upon  the 
earth ;  divers  rise  almost  breathless  from  the 
sea — in  the  depths  of  which  they  have  sought 
a  pearl  for  a  lady's  ear.  There  are  strange 
varieties  of  the  human  race ;  from  the  white 
man  driving  his  shrewd  bargains,  to  the  wild 
Veddas — -who  roam  their  native  forests,  un- 
clothed, and  unsheltered  from  the  heavy  rains. 
But  the  industry  of  man  is  conspicuous  every- 
where. Some  of  the  dusky  population  are 
cutting  precious  stones,  others  are  weaving  at 
the  simplest  looms,  or  fashioning  pottery  with 
exquisite  skill.  All  claim  bits  of  land,  and  are 
busy  striving  to  win  the  little  rewards  which 
patient  industry  brings.  Some  of  these  natives 
own  no  more  than  five-twelfths  of  a  cocoa-nut 
tree,  or  two-thirds  of  a  jack  tree  ;  but  they  are 
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proud  of  this  possession,  and  they  strive  to 
increase  it.  The  gigantic  trees  bear  wondrous 
loads  of  produce  useful  to  human  creatures. 
The  great  cotton  trees  cover  the  earth  with 
glistening  flakes  of  the  material  for  which 


Manchester  is  so  greedy.  Enchanting  groves 
of  Palmyra  palms  afford  grateful  protection  to 
the  Indian  villages  in  seasons  of  drought. 

And    now    a    splendid    scene    bursts    upon 
Madge's   sight.     She  passes   in  review,  as  the 
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scene  shifts  gently,  ten  millions  of  cocoa-nut 
trees.  At  the  foot  of  these  noble  trees  squat 
graceful  men  at  work.  These  workers  come 
to  the  foreground  of  the  picture. 

To  twenty  different  purposes  cunning  work- 
men are  turning  this  wondrous  growth  of 
nature.  From  the  blossom  is  distilled  a  sweet 
spirit ;  toddy  flows  from  the  tree,  and  be- 
comes sugar  or  viaegar;  the  bark  yields  rope, 
brushes  and  brooms,  and  rafters  for  houses, 
and  a  thatch  over  the  worker's  head ;  the 
young  shoots  become  baskets ;  the  crust  of 
the  trunk  becomes  a  drum  :  the  young  leaves 
become  translucent  lanterns,  or  paper  upon 
which  men  write  with  an  iron  stylus  or  pen ; 
and  music  is  made  through  the  stripes  of 
the  leaf  upon  the  cocoa  ^Eolian  harp !  Won- 
derful is  it  to  contemplate  the  many  uses  to 
which  the  mind  of  man  has  converted  this 
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one  growth  of  the  tropics.  Madge  watches 
the  many  workmen  eagerly.  And  presently 
the  scene  shifts  seawards.  Upon  the  bosom 
of  the  pale  green  sea  lie  strings  of  boats  filled 
with  fantastic  islanders.  These  are  on  their 


way  from  their  native  places,  making  their 
annual  ambassadorial  visit  to  the  great  island 
to  which  Madge  has  been  transplanted.  The 
oreat  embassy  is  a  splendid  triumph  of  the 
cocoa-nut  tree.  The  boats  are  cocoa-nut  boats ; 
the  ambassadors  are  dad  in  the  fibres  of  the 
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cocoa-nut ;    the     ambassadors    live     upon    the 
juices    of   the    cocoa-nut.      They    are    bearing 
presents  to  the  governor  of  the  great   island, 
and    these    presents   are    only   so   many   orna- 
ments   cut    from    the    rich    substance    of    the 
queen   of  palms.      But   Madge   has   been  con- 
ducted  by  the   good   Spirit   to  these  enchant- 
ing   regions    that     she     may    watch    a    great 
industry    to    which    she    and    all    about    her 
are  indebted.     The  cocoa-nut  ambassadors  fade 
into  the  distance,  and  a  busy  group  of  natives 
appear  about  low,  umbrageous,  knotty-stemmed 
trees.     The  aroma  that  steals  in  through  the 
window   is   as   from   a   mixture   of   spice   with 
camphor;     it    changes    to    the    rich    perfume 
of   cinnamon.      Madge   has    been    transported, 
in  truth,  to  a  cinnamon  plantation.     The  gaudy 
birds  are  feeding  upon  the  berries ;    the  grate- 
ful  kine   are   munching   the   leaves ;    men   are 
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extracting  camphor  from  the  roots,  and  boil- 
ing the  berries  that  have  escaped  the  birds 
into  a  sweet-smelling  wax  for  candles.  But 
the  bark  of  the  cinnamon-tree  is  its  most 
prized  part.  To  give  pinches  of  cinnamon 
to  flavour  custards  or  puddings,  thirty  thou- 
sand Cingalese  get  employed.  There  is  a 
distinct  caste  of  men  who  cultivate  and  follow 
the  art  of  peeling  the  bark  from  the  trees. 
These  peelers,  or  "  chalias"  as  they  are  called, 
commence  the  process  of  cinnamon  gathering 
by  driving  a  sharp  bill-hook  into  a  cinnamon 
shoot.  They  then  test  the  state  of  the  bark 
by  examining  the  gash.  If  the  bark  peel 
easily,  the  shoot  is  ready  to  be  skinned ;  but 
if  the  bark  cling  to  the  stem  the  chalia 
closes  the  wound  up,  and  leaves  the  shoot 
to  ripen.  The  shoots  that  are  fit  for  gather- 
ing are  generally  about  five  feet  long.  In 
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the  scene  under  Madge's  eyes  the  chalias  were 
busily  employed  carrying  the  shoots  they  have 
cut  to  sheds,  where  other  labourers  are  clear- 
ing them  from  leaves  and  twigs.  Further  on 


men  are  slitting  the  bark  lengthwise  on  each 

side  of  the  cleared   shoots,  and  peeling  it  off. 

\ 
It    then   appears    in    two   semicircles.      These 

halves  are  packed  in  each  other  (as  spoons 
are  laid  together),  and  tied  tightly  together 
in  solid  bundles.  So  packed,  they  ferment; 
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and  the  fermentation  enables  the  chalia  to 
separate  the  outer  cuticle  easily.  Then  the 
interior  side  of  the  bark  is  placed  upon  a 
piece  of  wood,  and  all  green  and  superfluous 
matter  is  carefully  scraped  away.  When  the 
bark  has  been  thus  cleansed,  and  left  to  the 
air  for  a  few  hours,  the  strips  are  again  placed 
together ;  and  as  they  dry,  they  curl  into  those 
quill-like  cinnamon  sticks  which  at  Christmas 
time  lie  in  fanciful  patterns  upon  mounds  of 
currants  and  raisins  in  grocers'  shop  windows. 
A  Ceylon  sun  quickly  dries  these  bundles  of 
sweet  bark,  and  then,  in  faggots  of  about 
thirty  pounds  weight  each,  they  are  borne 
to  the  ships  that  carry  them  to  every  part 
of  the  civilized  world. 

"THAT'S  THE  SPICE!"  cried  the  voice  that 
Madge  had  heard  so  often.  All  this  care 
and  labour  just  to  flavour  a  custard. 
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*  *  *  *  * 

Like  a  dissolving  view  the  vision  of  the 
gorgeous  island  that  lies  in  the  Bay  of  Bengal 
faded  from  Madge's  sight. 


no 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE    DISHES   AND   THE    PLUMS. 

/CLOUDS   almost   sable  black    rolled    before 

the  window.     There  was  a  stifling  smell 

of  smoke.     Sooty  buildings  burst  at  intervals 


through  this  fog  of  the  Black  Country.  When 
there  was  light  enough  to  discover  the  forma- 
tion of  the  country,  Madge  could  perceive 
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that  she  was  looking  upon  some  great  fields 
of  dark  industry.  Women  in  uncouth,  be- 
grimed dresses  were  urging  donkeys  along 
black  roads  with  black  loads,  past  black  houses 
and  manufactories.  A  great,  murky  city  passed 
by,  seen  like  a  dark  shadow  in  a  fog.  And 
now,  as  the  scene  shifts,  the  haze  becomes 
grey  and  light.  A  country  strangely  wild 
and  barren  is  passed,  that  has  a  dreary  gran- 
deur about  it.  Dismal  clammy  bogs,  ragged 
peaks,  and  shuddering  precipices  break  suc- 
cessively upon  Madge's  sight.  These  charac- 
teristics soften  as  an  irregular  street,  eight 
miles  in  length,  breaks  from  the  distance 
into  the  foreground.  Sometimes  it  swells  in 
width  to  a  prodigious  cluster  of  houses,  some- 
times it  is  like  a  thread.  Crowds  of  furnaces 
(like  gigantic  punch-bowls  turned  upside 
down)  come  in  sight.  Mounds  of  clay,  flint 
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and   cinders    are   strewn   about.      Chapels   and 
churches  are  dotted  at  irregular  intervals.     The 
great   furnaces    come   nearer    and   still    nearer, 
until   one  dominates   the   picture,  and  a  great 
busy  establishment   developes  itself.      Great  is 
the   industry   in    it   and   around   it,    and   deep 
in    the    bowels    of    the   earth   under    it.      In 
the  background  is  the  great  hall  of  the  master 
for  whom   the  hundreds  of  men  are  working. 
The   whole   district    is   sprinkled   with    broken 
crockery,  as  though   the  thousands   of  human 
beings  who  dwell   here  had   turned  out  for   a 
mischievous  holiday,  and  had  broken  pots  and 
pans  to  their   hearts'  content.      For   hundreds 
of  years  have  men  been  busy  on  this  ground, 
practising    the     potter's    art ;    and,     even     in 
the   days   of  vast   improvements,  only  humbly 
hoping   to  rival   the  skill   and  taste  of  work- 
men  who    kneaded    clay    in    the    far-off   days 
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when  the  Egyptian  pyramids  were  building. 
In  the  many  squares  which  lie  before  Madge, 
the  various  processes  which  modern  science 
has  applied  to  the  ancient  art  of  the  potter 
are  going  forward.  Already  the  flint  has  been 
dug  up  and  carried  hither  from  Gravesend ; 
these  fine  clays  which  lie  in  heaps  have  been 


.. 


conveyed  from  Cornwall  or  Dorset.  From 
these  raw  materials,  together  with  calcined 
bones,  will  these  workers  evolve  beautiful 
figures  and  comely  vessels.  But  the  work 
is  tedious  and  involved.  The  flint  must  be 
burned  in  a  kiln,  and  then  powdered  by  great 
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iron  stampers.  The  clay,  the  bones,  the  flint 
must  all  be  reduced  into  a  very  fine  powder. 
Then  comes  the  mixing  of  the  three  powders 
into  a  grey  batter  called  "  slip."  The  men 
who  do  these  preliminary  duties  are  bespat- 
tered with  slip.  The  houses  are  tinged  with 
slip  ;  we  might  almost  add  that  the  country 
is  labouring  under  a  heavy  coating  of  slip. 
Madge  now  perceives  the  slip  simmering  in 
a  large,  flat  open  oven;  it  is  being  thickened 
as  paste  is  thickened.  Now  the  thickened  slip 
is  being  pressed  through  the  finest  sieves  to 
rid  it  of  the  minutest  impurities.  Now  it  is 
being  kneaded  by  machinery. 

Madge  now  perceives  the  grey  dough  ready 
for  the  potter's  hand,  and  her  eyes  follow  it  to 
cleaner  buildings  than  those  in  which  she  has 
just  now  been  interested.  It  is  carried  to  the 
potter's  wheel,  that  simple  wheel  the  invention 
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whereof  is  lost  in  the  remote  past ;  a  stand 
some  three  feet  high,  with  a  table  on  the  top. 
The  tahle  revolves  rapidly  horizontally,  and  this 
motion  is  all  the  skilful  potter  requires  for  the 
exercise  of  his  beautiful  art.  There  he  sits 


astride  before  his  wheel,  his  hands  dripping 
with  water,  playing  fantastic  tricks  with  the 
lump  of  slip  before  him  to  squeeze  every  air 
bubble  out  of  it.  Then  he  presses  his  two 
thumbs  upon  the  top  of  the  slip,  and  the 
wonder  of  his  art  begins.  It  is  almost  impos- 

i  2 
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sible  to  follow  the  points  of  the  dexterity  with 
which  his  thumbs  mould  the  inside,  and  his 
fingers  the  outside  of  a  comely  vessel.  He  leaves 
a  perfectly  circular  form  ready  to  be  ornamented 
as  the  artist  sees  fit.  In  other  houses  men  are 


giving  spouts  and  handles  and  figures  in  relief 
to  the  thrower's  work.  Then  comes  the  turner, 
who  perfects  the  thrower's  vessels  when  they 
are  nearly  dry  at  a  common  lathe.  Farther  off 
great  dishes  and  little  plates  are  being  pressed 
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in  plaster  of  Paris  moulds.  Then  there  are  the 
places  where  jugs  and  plates  and  basins  and 
dishes  are  drying.  Beyond  is  the  biscuit  kiln, 
a  lofty  oven  that  is  surrounded  by  fires.  Here 
the  dried  ware  is  placed,  in  oval  vessels  of  fire- 
clay. When  the  kiln  is  full  it  is  closed,  the 
fires  are  kindled,  and  for  forty  or  fifty  hours  the 
pottery  is  subjected  to  a  fierce  heat  that  drives 
all  the  moisture  out  of  it.  When  the  kiln  has 
cooled  it  is  emptied.  Madge  sees  one  of  these 
kilns  being  unpacked,  and  the  hardware  being 
carried  in  various  directions.  It  is  now  in  that 
state  known  as  biscuit — a  state  in  which  thou- 
sands of  statuettes  are  sent  every  year  over  the 
world.  But  Madge  must  follow  the  plates  and 
dishes.  Her  attention  is  called  to  the  place 
where  these  are  being  glazed.  The  faces  of  the 
workers  are  very  pale,  for  the  substance  with 
which  they  have  to  deal  is  unhealthy.  Lead 
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and  salt  are  the  chief  materials  of  the 'glaze, 
and  these  are  mixed,  in  a  liquid  state,  in  large 
wooden  troughs.  The  dipper  takes  dish  after 
dish  and  dips  it  into  the  liquid,  and  with  great 
skill  covers  even  that  part  touched  hy  his 


fingers.  Then  there  is  the  glaze  oven,  very  like 
the  biscuit  kiln.  Here  the  fire  turns  the  glaze 
into  hard  glass  all  over  the  ware.  The  dishes 
and  plates  are  now  snow  white  and  highly 
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glazed.  Bat  had  it  been  intended  to  decorate 
these  with  colours  or  gold  they  would  have 
visited  the  painting  room  before  they  were 
carried  to  the  glazing  kiln. 

Here  they  are  taken  first  by  the  artist  who 
paints  foliage,  then  by  the  flower-painter,  then 
by  the  limner  of  animals,  then  to  the  gilder. 
They  re-appear,  highly  ornamented,  to  be  car- 
ried to  the  enamel  kiln.  Here  the  utmost  care 
is  taken.  Costly  ware  glowing  with  rich  de- 
signs, is  being  packed  very  tenderly.  A  slip  or 
fault  may  entail  a  great  loss.  But  long  prac- 
tice, patient  endurance,  the  perseverance  that 
has  enabled  man  to  conquer  the  elements  and 
explore  the  hidden  treasures  of  the  earth,  give 
steadiness  to  the  workman's  arm.  The  costly 
ware  comes  forth  from  the  enamel  kiln,  its  fine 
designs  firmly  burnt  into  it.  But  the  gold  does 
not  show  yet,  and  the  ware  is  borne  away  to  the 
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women  and  children  who  are  ready  in  a  building 
at  hand  to  burnish  it  with  burnishers  of  blood- 
stone or  agate. 

Peering  into  the  burnishing  room,  Madge 
starts.  It  is  the  same — it  must  be  the  same ; 
why,  MASTER'S  PLATES  AND  DISHES  !  The  very 
dishes  used  to-day  !  •  . 

"  There's  the  dish  for  the  pudding  !"  sounded 
the  ghost  of  Possum's  voice  from  the  corner  of 

the  room. 

*  *  *  *  * 

*  *  *  *  * 
•*             *            *             *             * 

The  good  Spirit  of  all  these  scenes  of  patient 
industry  again  appeared  to  Madge,  who,  on  each 
visit,  became  more  and  more  ashamed  of  her 
wicked  discontent. 

"You  have  seen  the  potter  at  his  wheel, 
patient,  after  years  given  to  acquire  the  skill  by 
which  he  fashions  articles  for  your  use.  His 
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skill  is  that  bequeathed  to  him  by  generation 
after  generation  of  patient  potters  from  ten 
thousands  of  years  ago,  when  Egyptians  set 
their  porcelain  beads  about  their  dead,  and 
buried  them  in  the  silent  passages  of  the  pyra- 
mids. Even  the  glaze  which  you  have  just  seen 
given  to  cups  and  plates  was  given  to  vessels 
from  which  the  Pharaohs  sipped,  and  protected 
the  earthen  figure  of  the  sacred  ichneumon,  in 
the  days  when  the  people  of  Egypt  worshipped 
this  and  other  animals.  The  skill  that 
fashioned  the  scarabseus — emblem  of  the  gene- 
rating power  of  the  world — in  lapis  lazuli, 
cornelian,  jasper,  and  green  basalt,  before  this 
great  city  was  a  mud  village — has,  we  may  be 
certain,  been  transmitted  through  the  rolling 
ages,  each  age  adding  something  to  the  art. 
Had  these  generations  of  skilled  men  sighed 
and  fretted  over  their  work — had  industry  not 
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been  carried  on  through  the  centuries  with  a 
brave,    ambitious   spirit,    at    this    moment    the 

wondrous  crowds 
of  active  human 
creatures  I  have 
shown  you   toil- 
ing and  moiling 
cheerfully    for 
their     bread,     would      not 
even  have  the  modest  com- 
A*  forts  they  now  enjoy.     But 
see !" 

The  Spirit  pointed   once 
more  to  the  magic  window, 
and    the    obedient    eyes   of 
Madge  turned  in  that  direction. 


It  was  bright,  warm   summer.     Eich  tracts 
of  land,  burdened  with  golden  corn  or  clustering 
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vines  passed  before  Madge's  sight.  Then 
solemn,  snow- clad  mountains  rolled  forward 
from  the  distance.  And  thus  the  broad  som- 
brero and  great  plains  of  chestnut  trees  marked 

ir 

the  kingdom  of  Spain.     Then  the  rocks  stand 


out  like  vast  ruins,  and  still  the  chestnuts  issue 
from  their  fissures.  In  the  distance,  from 
mountain  tops,  the  Mediterranean  binds  the 
scene  as  with  a  blue  girdle.  Then  bursts  upon 
the  sight  the  gladness  of  a  Spanish  summer. 
Vines,  wanton  as  a  maiden's  curls,  twist  about 
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the  hillsides  and  ridges  in  the  gardens  and 
terraces.  Olive  groves  give  cool  shade  from  the 
burning  sun.  Orange  trees  bask  in  the  heat, 
and  the  hedges  are  rich  with  the  delicious 
mulberry.  Now,  flat-roofed,  lattice-windowed 
houses  are  sprinkled  about  the  delightful  land- 
scape. The  fields  are  divided  by  low  embank- 
ments upon  which  the  prickly  pear  and  aloe 
flourish  at  intervals.  There  are  wildernesses 
in  the  half  distance  where  the  wild  bull  and  the 
wild  hog  disport  themselves.  Near  the  blue 
belt  of  the  Mediterranean  Madge  perceives  the 
sugar  cane  as  she  had  seen  it  cultivated  by 
negroes. 

But,  the  general  scene  surveyed,  the  special 
view  by  which  Madge  is  to  learn  yet  another 
lesson  of  patient  interest  gradually  developes 
itself. 

A  fruitful  vineyard  appears.     The  grapes  are 
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hot  in  the  fierce  sun's  rays.  Men  are  busy 
among  them,  as  they  have  been  busy  on  the 
same  ground  from  early  spring.  In  all  kinds 
of  lazy  attitudes  the  vines  loll  and  nod  under 
the  heavy  bunches.  The  nearer  the  ground 


the  branches  grow,  the  richer  is  the  flavour  ot 
the  grapes.  There  is  a  useful  lesson  to  be 
gathered  by  Madge  from  this;  it  is,  that  the 
humbler  the  creature  is  in  spirit,  the  richer  is  he 
in  virtue.  The  vineyard  is  upon  the  sunny 
slope  of  a  hill,  sheltered  from  the  north  winds. 
Carefully  the  bronzed  workers  prune  the 
bunches  of  grapes,  leaving  the  more  fleshy  or 
juicy  bunches.  Then  the  vines  are  stripped  of 
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their  many-coloured  leaves,  that  the  sun,  un- 
impeded, may  blaze  upon  the  purple  riches 
which  they  bear.  They  are  left  to  ripen  with 
their  stalks  half  cut  through.  Every  hour 
they  become  sweeter— till — till  they  are  hanging 
lumps  of  sugar.  The  moisture,  or  rather,  much 
of  it,  has  evaporated  from  them,  and  the  grapes 
are  shrivelled.  Busy  people  are  now  at  work 
cleansing  them  carefully.  Others  dip  them  in 
a  boiling  fluid,  wherein  are  wood  ashes  and 
quicklime,  and  leave  them  there  for  a  few 
seconds.  The  fruit  is  then  drained ;  and,  lastly, 
there  are  the  peasants,  spreading  vast  numbers 
of  bunches  upon  basket-hurdles  in  the  sun. 
A  rich  brown  field  of  fruit  then  basks  and  dries 
for  fourteen  days  in  the  hot  air.  The  bunches 
are  now  ready  to  be  packed,  and  they  are 
packed  accordingly. 

"So  MUCH  FOR  THE  PLUMS  !"  said  the  accus- 


I27 
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tomed  warning  voice,  still  speaking  from  a  dark 
corner  of  the  room.  And  as  the  voice  sounded 
on  Madge's  ear  the  bright  vision  passed  out  of 
her  sight. 
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CHAPTER   VIL 

BRINGING    THE    PUDDING    HOME. 

r  I  \HE  good  Spirit  broke  like  sunlight  into 
the  room,  and  smiled  upon  Madge.  Sweet 
as  music  borne  upon  a  summer  wind  from  a 
distance  was  the  Spirit's  voice. 

"  Your  last  journey ;  and  we  part.  You  have 
been  to  all  parts  of  the  world.  You  have  seen 
men  working  in  all  climates,  and  under  all  kinds 
of  hardships,  to  produce  the  few  luxuries  which 
regale  this  great  city  to-day.  Your  last  journey 
will  not  be  far  hence ;  yet  you  shall  see  that 
which  will  astonish  you." 

And  so  saying  the  good  Spirit  faded  as  a 
moonbeam  fades  from  a  wall. 

Madge   turned   her   eyes   for  the   last    time 
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towards  the  magic  window.  Street  after  street 
passed  before  her,  and  every  street  was  busier 
than  the  last.  Men  were  hurrying  in  all  direc- 
tions ;  some  bending  under  heavy  burdens, 
others  themselves  oppressed  with  cares.  It  was 
a  race  sharp  and  close,  for  dear  life.  The  pros- 
perous were  elbowing  the  ragged;  a  coster- 
monger's  barrow  was  stopping  the  way  of  a 
great  baron's  carriage. 

Madge  was  gazing  upon  the  noisiest  highway 
of  the  great  city.  Presently  masts  appeared  in 
the  distance,  and  a  great,  broad  bridge  grew  to 
the  foreground.  As  the  great  structure  moved 
towards  her,  or  seemed  to  move  towards  her, 
the  sky  darkened,  and  the  stars  sparkled  from 
their  airy  seats.  The  broad  parapet  presently 
appeared  athwart  the  window.  The  roll  of  car- 
riages, and  the  murmur  of  men  had  died  away. 
And  over  the  parapet  of  the  bridge  Madge 
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gazed  upon  a  lovely  scene,  coldly  lighted  by  the 
gentle  moon. 
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A  noble  river,  bearing  the  silver  path  of  the 
moon  upon  it,  rippled  with  a  gentle  voice  under 
the  bridge,  and  twined  gently  to  the  distance. 
There  was  a  solemn  silence  governing  the  scene, 
not  the  liquid  splash  of  a  single  oar  broke  the 
stillness.  Along  the  shores,  to  the  right  and 
left,  dark  buildings  bristling  with  cranes,  and  in 
a  net  of  tangled  ropes,  closed  the  view.  Heavy 
floating,  gently  heaving  barges  fringed  the 
shores ;  but  still  there  was  not  a  human  creature 
to  be  seen. 

A  white  speck  presently  caught  a  moonbeam 
over  the  low  shore  far  away.  Madge's  eyes 
were  attracted  at  once  to  the  radiant  point.  It 
appeared  to  glide  along  the  edge  of  the  horizon  ; 
and  as  it  progressed  it  grew  in  size,  and  took 
the  shape  of  a  white  sail.  Yellow  lights  now 
winked  as  they  were  borne  about  from  the  dark 
buildings  on  the  left.  The  creak  of  moving 
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cranes  was  distinctly  audible.  Flitting  forms  of 
men  little  bigger  than  spiders  gave  life  to  the 
shores ;  while  the  first  speck  of  white  had  ap- 
peared in  the  distance,  a  puff  of  smoke — no 


more  than  might  issue  from  a  smoker's  mouth. 
The  smoke,  too,  moved  in  the  wake  of  the 
growing  sail,  and  increased  in  volume  till  it 
was  worthy  of  a  Lancashire  chimney.  The 
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gentle  wind  brought  to  the  ears  of  Madge  the 
echo  of  a  cheery  "  ahoy !"  Frail  skiffs  pushed 
from  the  shadows  of  the  shore  buildings ;  and  as 
oars  dipped  musically  in  the  stream,  they 
sprinkled  it  with  diamond  spray.  A  dark  point 


stood  out  of  the  horizon  where  the  first  white 
sail  had  flashed;  and  then  a  red  sail;  and  the 
point  and  the  sail  grew,  and  followed  along  as 
in  the  same  groove,  growing  and  still  growing. 
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By  this  time  the  first  white  sail  had  wound 
along  a  serpentine,  and  stood  out  from  the  pale 
heavens  a  noble  ship,  stately  and  white  as  the 


swan.  Not  far  from  her,  and  gaming  upon  her 
at  every  moment,  came  the  smoke-enveloped 
steam-ship,  and  the  thumping  of  her  paddles 
smote  upon  Madge's  ear,  dull  and  muffled  as  the 
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beatings  of  a  human  heart.  In  succession  the 
ship  with  red  sails  and  the  vessels  in  her  wake 
rounded  the  point  of  the  river,  and  stood  boldly 
towards  the  bridge,  the  foam  dancing  at  their 
prows.  The  voices  of  men  governing  the  fore- 
most ships  became  clear  and  shrill.  Little  skiffs 
flitted  frantically  about ;  and  then  the  click-click 
of  falling  anchors  tells  Madge  that  some  of  the 
fleet  have  reached  their  journey's  end.  Mean- 
time, the  quays  and  great  sombre  warehouses 
are  busy.  Porters,  and  clerks,  and  labourers  are 
running  about  in  all  directions.  The  warehouse 
doors  are  flung  wide  open.  Following  close 
ships  and  steam -ships  range  themselves  majes- 
tically in  their  appointed  places,  and  as  each 
ship  drops  anchor,  a  hearty  cheer  rises  from  her 
decks. 

And  now  golden  grain  is  being  poured  from 
the  sides  of  the  ship  that  led  the  fleet ;  grain 
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that  she  has  brought  across  the  stormy  Black  Sea, 
and  the  angry  Bay  of  Biscay.  Great  glutinous 
hogsheads  are  rolled  ashore  from  the  red-sailed 
vessel :  here  is  the  sugar  over  which  the  negroes 


of  the  West  have  watched.  The  noble  India- 
man  has  furled  her  broad  canvas,  as  a  bird  folds 
its  wings  after  a  long  flight,  and  is  delivering  up 
her  sweet-smelling  spices  of  the  East.  She  has 
had  a  sad  time  of  it  in  the  boiling  waters  about 
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the  Cape,  and  long  nights  her  crew  have  spent 
at  the  pumps.  From  a  slim,  small  ship  men 
bear  long  white  cases  of  lemons,  and  oranges, 
and  chestnuts  for  the  Christmas  fire.  Then 
ragged  bales  of  cotton  swing  in  the  air,  lifted  by 
the  creaking  cranes  from  the  depths  of  a  burly 
ship  that  has  ploughed  the  stormy  Atlantic, 
and  been  more  than  once  in  peril  from  icebergs. 
Swarthy  Spaniards  lounge  lazily  about  a  com- 
pact, trim  vessel,  while  thin  and  haggard  men 
bear  square  cases  ashore :  these  are  the  raisins 
that  were  dried  upon  wicker  hurdles,  when 
Madge  had  a  glimpse  of  Spain.  There  are  sweet- 
smelling  casks  also  being  rolled  from  the  ship, 
packed  with  luscious  Lexia  raisins,  that  were  left 
upon  the  dark  earth  about  Malaga  to  ripen  in 
the  sun.  Cask  after  cask  is  merrily  rolled  along 
the  quays;  for  herein  are  the  raisins  specially  pre- 
pared for  thousands  of  Christmas  puddings.  The 
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fleet — the  great  and  glorious  fleet  from  gorgeous 
Ceylon — from  the  granaries  of  Odessa — from  the 
stormy  Bay  of  Biscay,  and  from  the  far  West — 
has  reached  its  moorings,  and  dropped  its  anchors 
where  they  hold  firmly  the  bed  of  the  river! 
The  weather-beaten  sailors  wipe  their  hot,  bronzed 
faces,  and  thank  the  God  who  has  brought  them 
safely  out  of  the  daily  perils  of  the  mighty  sea. 
By  His  blessing  they  will  have  a  happy  Christ- 
mas in  the  bosom  of  the  home  from  which  they 
have  been  separated.  They  dream  of  babes'  lips 
that  are  pouting  to  kiss  them  ;  of  mothers  whose 
arms  are  open  to  receive  them;  of  wives  who 
will  look  with  the  old,  tender  look  in  their 
weather-beaten  faces,  and  bid  them  welcome. 

Madge  looks  upon  the  hushed  fleet  with  tears 
in  her  eyes,  to  think  over  all  the  labour  and 
danger  that  have  been  cheerfully  and  bravely 
borne  to  bring  the  pudding  home  ! 
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"  Pray  God !"  she  cries,  her  heart  giving  her 
eloquence — "Pray  God  that  all  is  well  with 
these  men  at  home!  The  mother's  arms  may 
be  rigid  and  cold  in  the  grave ;  the  babe's 


slender  thread  of  life  may  have  been  snapped 
long  since.  A  mother  may  be  planting  a  baby 
cypress  over  its  little  breast  ;  its  toys  may 
be  things  now  seen  only  through  tears.  Vows 
given  to  these  honest  men  by  fickle  maids  may 
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have  been  long  forsworn!  Pray  God  that  it 
may  not  be  so !" 

Amen.  May  there  be  only  the  realization  of 
the  happy  dreams  at  sea  for  every  man  of  the 
noble  fleet. 

It  fades ;  but  the  prayers  of  weeping  Madge 
go  with  it,  as  the  prayers  of  all  go  with  the 
noble  men  who  plough  the  seas  on  the  great 
errands  of  the  world. 

But  there  remains  yet  another  picture. 

A  dark  and  rugged  room  •,  scant  furniture  ; 
children  in  tatters;  a  mother  in  tears,  weep- 
ing over  an  infant  swaddled  in  an  old 
shawl. 

"My  good  children,"  says  the  mother,  "wait 
till  father  returns  :.  we  shall  see — we  shall  see. 
But  be  sure,  Bet,  you  take  care  of  baby.  He 
do  look  very  bad  to-day." 

"Bless    his    heart!"    said  little   Bet.      She 
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could  not  have  been  more  than  nine  years  old ; 
but  she  spoke  like  a  woman. 

"  But  shall  we  have  a  pudding  ?  That's  what 
I  want  to  know,"  cried  Dick,  sulkily. 

"  For  shame,  Dick !"  was  Bet's  reproof,  as 
she  took  the  dingy  bundle  that  represented  baby 
in  her  arms.  "  For  shame  !" 

"It's  very  hard,  dear  children — very  hard. 
But  we  wont  give  it  up  yet.  The  ships  may  be 
in  to-day." 

Michael  Day  was  an  unfortunate  man. 
Kogues  had  cheated  him  of  his  money ;  he  was 
an  ailing  man,  and  had  suffered  tedious  illnesses, 
and  he  and  his  had  felt  all  the  bitterness  of 
poverty.  His  sunny  heart  had  made  light  of  his 
rags ;  he  had  suffered  uncomplainingly. 

"There  was  misery  worse  than  ours,"  he 
always  said  to  wife  and  children,  though  his  soul 
was  tortured  when  he  looked  upon  the  lean  faces 
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of  his  flesh  and  blood.  He  was  better  off  than  he 
had  been,  however,  for  his  wife  had  a  little  work 
to  do,  and  with  the  odd  jobs  he  got  occasionally, 
managed  to  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door,  though 


he  had  never  succeeded  in  driving  him  from  the 
neighbourhood. 

It  was  Christmas  eve,  and  his  neighbours,  in 
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their  humble  way,  were  making  preparations  for 
the  morrow.  The  children  of  his  court  were 
exchanging  reports  with  his  children.  The  Par- 
sons had  such  a  piece  of  beef! — there  was  to  be 
brandy  in  the  Bumsey's  pudding;  Nell  and 
Johnny  and  Mike  were  to  have  an  orange  and  a 
penny  apiece  in  the  afternoon ;  little  Sally  had  a 
new  frock,  and  Dick  and  Bet  had  nothing! 
Baby  had  cost  so  much  of  late,  and  Michael  Day 
had  not  had  a  single  turn  in  the  Docks  for  a  fort- 
night. Sore  at  heart,  then,  on  the  morning  of 
Christmas  eve,  did  he  hasten  at  dawn  of  day  to  the 
dockyard  gates.  It  was  a  sharp,  frosty  morning ; 
he  was  ill  clad,  but  the  wind  had  shifted.  He 
was  faint-hearted  for  his  children,  but  he  was 
not  without  hope.  At  the  gates  he  met  the 
usual  eager  band  of  companions  in  misfortune. 
There  they  were,  pushing  and  scrambling  for 
foremost  places  near  the  narrow  door.  Around 


BRINGING    THE    PUDDING    HOME.     145 

him  were  hapless  men  in  all  stages  of  rags,  who 
had  fallen  from  all  descriptions  of  prosperity. 
There  were  fallen  gentlemen,  as  well  as  fallen 
workmen.  The  scramble  was  among  the  famished 
for  a  crust,  and  there  was  little  respect  of  persons. 
As  the  foremost  candidates  for  a  hard  day's  ill- 
paid  work  were  allowed  to  pass  the  gate,  the 
pressure  of  the  rear  became  terrible.  Michael 
Day  held  his  ground  firmly,  and  kept  his  eye 
upon  the  narrow  door.  He  advanced  steadily ; 
he  reached  the  threshold,  and  when  the  gate- 
keeper had  allowed  him  to  pass  at  last  for  a 
day's  work,  he  thanked  God.  Aye,  poor  Michael 
Day  would  receive  only  some  two  shillings  at 
nightfall,  after  a  day  of  heavy  labour;  yet, 
thinking  of  Bet  and  Dick,  he  thanked  God,  and 
went  blithely  on  his  way  to  do  his  part  in  the 
unloading  of  the  fleet,  Michael  was  one  of  the 
dim  figures  Madge  saw,  rolling  raisin  casks 

L 


146     BRINGING    THE    PUDDING    HOME. 

and  bearing  spices  from  the  fleet  that  brought 
the  pudding  home. 

Dick  and  Bet  sat  at  home  in  deep  cogitation. 


The  baby  cried  incessantly.  Bet  turned  it  on  its 
stomach,  tossed  it  in  the  air,  held  it  to  her  bosom, 
tempted  it  with  milk-and-water,  and  still  it  cried 
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and  plunged.     The  little  maid  was  at  a  loss  at 
last  what  to  do  with  her  charge. 

"  I  wish  mother  would  come  home/'  she  said, 

"  I  wish  father  would,"  Dick  replied.  "  I 
should  like  a  bit  o'  pudding  to-morrow,  anyhow." 

"  You  will  have  it,  Dick,  if  it's  to  be  had  \  and 
it's  very  wicked  of  you  going  on  so." 

Still  the  baby  screamed,  and  still  good  little 
Bet  coaxed  and  fondled  it, 

"  Well,  I'm  not  a  grumbler,  Bet,  you  know  \ 
but  it  is  hard.  A  bit  o'  puddin'  and  a  penny  to 
spend  afterwards  (and  I  shouldn't  be  partick- 
lar  about  the  plums  neither),  why,  I'd  be  as 
merry  as  a  king,  that  I  would." 

"  But  you  a'most  made  mother  cry,  Dick, 
when  you  worritted  her  about  the  pudding, 
when  you  know  you  will  have  it  if  it's  to  be  had. 
Isn't  father  looking  after  work?  isn't  mother 
slaving?  and  isn't  baby  ill — bless  his  heart?" 

L  2 
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Here  Bet  buried  her  head  in  the  dingy 
bundle,  from  the  depths  of  which  the  little  in- 
valid was  still  screaming. 

"  Well,  I  didn't  mean  to  say  nothing,"  Dick 
expostulated.  "And  who's  fonder  of  puddin' 
than  you?" 

Bet,  in  her  quiet,  womanly  little  way,  ad- 
mitted the  soft  impeachment.  She  was  fond  of 
pudding ;  but  what  had  that  to  do  with  it  ?  She 
could  go  without.  Mother,  nor  father  neither, 
should  have  to  say  she  had  been  wicked  enough 
to  grumble  when  she  knew  that  the  best  had 
been  done  to  get  it.  Dick  was  perplexed  by 
this  rejoinder. 

"  Well,  let's  hope  for  the  best,  Bet.  But  I 
was  in  the  Lane  to-day,  and  wasn't  there  a  show 
at  Candy's  !  The  plums  up  to  the  second  pane 
of  the  shop  front ;  lemons  dropped  about,  for  all 
the  world  as  though  they  wasn't  worth  a  farthin' 
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a  dozen.  Holly  enough  for  twenty  Jack-in-the- 
greens  ;  sugar  piled  as  high  as  Primrose  Hill ; 
Christmas  candles  by  the  bushel,  and  only  a 
farthin'  apiece  j  rice  enough  to  feed  the  whole 
court  for  a  year  or  more.  You  might  have  made 
walking-sticks  of  the  barleysugar.  Didn't  my 
mouth  water,  and  didn't  I  flatten  my  nose 
against  the  window  !'* 

Hour  after  hour  the  two  children  spent  toge- 
ther in  anxious  expectation  of  Michael  Day's 
return.  If  he  got  a  day's  work,  they  were  to 
have  a  Christmas  pudding  on  the  morrow. 

"  He  must  be  in  the  docks,  or  he'd  have  been 
in  before  this,"  said  Dick,  as  the  shadows  dark- 
ened in  the  dreary  room  that  was  his  home. 

"  I  hope  so,  but  we  have  hoped  so  often,"  was 
Bet's  reply. 

It  was  quite  dark  when  Jane  Day,  Michael's 
wife,  returned  to  her  children.  She  panted  as 
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she  ascended  the  steep  stairs,  and  when  she 
reached  her  room  she  sat  upon  a  chair,  ex- 
hausted. Bet  soothed  her,  untied  her  bonnet, 
and  told  her  baby  had  been  quiet  for  the  last 
hour,  although  he  had  been  "  uncommon  fretful" 
before, 

"  Has  your  father  come  home  ?" 

"Not  caught  sight  of  him  yet,"  responded 
Dick,  rather  moodily. 

"  Well,  well,  perhaps  it's  for  the  best. 
We'll  see  what  can  be  done,  Dicky  dear  ; 
we'll  see." 

Mrs.  Day,  having  recovered  her  strength, 
drew  from  her  pocket,  furtively,  two  or  three 
oranges  and  a  handful  of  nuts,  which  she  hid, 
allowing  only  Bet  (who  was  her  confidante 
in  all  things)  to  see  the  treat  in  store. 

A  clear,  cheerful  whistle  was  heard  upon 
the  stairs,  accompanied  by  a  heavy  tread. 
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"  That's  father  !  "  cried  Dick,  springing  to- 
wards the  door.  Dick  disappeared  down  the 
staircase,  and  presently  sent  a  loud  hurrah 
echoing  through  the  house. 

Michael  Day  entered  his  room  carrying 
Dick  upon  his  shoulder.  He  had  had  a  day 
in  the  docks,  and  he  had  come  back  with 
the  good  tidings. 

"  We're  not  so  bad  off,  after  all,  Jenny 
lass,"  he  said  to  his  wife.  He  placed  his 
day's  earnings  in  her  hands  as  he  kissed  her. 
"  Pray  Grod  there  may  be  none  to-morrow 
more  miserable  than  we  shall  be." 

Dick  crept  between  his  father's  knees,  and 
looked  into  his  face.  "Then  we  shall  have 
a  puddin',  after  all,  eh,  father  ?" 

"  Aye,  Dick,  that  you  shall ;  and  your  fill 
of  it.  And  so  shall  Bet,  for  she  deserves  to 
eat  like  a  princess." 
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"And  baby/'  cried  Bet.  "Baby  shall  have 
some  of  mine." 

It  was  enough  to  break  Madge's  heart  to 
see  the  cheerful  household  of  Michael  Day ; 
to  see  contentment  with  a  crust  and  a  sip 
of  water.  The  scene  melted  and  reformed. 
The  family  of  Michael  Day  were  eating  their 
Christmas  dinner.  There  were  bent  forks, 
chipped  plates,  coarse  yellow  dishes  at  the 
humble  banquet.  By  the  side  of  Michael 
stood  a  bright  pewter  mug  of  ale.  Dick 
had  been  severely  washed  by  his  mother ;  Bet 
looked  neat,  and  had  carefully  mended  the 
hole  in  her  dress.  Michael's  clean  grey  stock- 
ings were  the  wonder  of  Dick.  This  was 
indeed  a  holiday.  And  there  were  new  strings 
to  baby's  cap !  Jenny  Day  alone  showed  no 
marks  of  money  recently  spent  on  her  adorn- 
ment. It  is  in  the  power  of  the  poorest  to 
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be  clean,  and  she  was  cleanliness  personified. 
But  the  unselfish  wife  and  mother  was  con- 
tent to  see  Michael  cheerful  and  her  children 
happy.  She  dressed  herself  in  her  happiest 
smiles,  and  looked  well. 

What  remained  for  Michael  who  had  helped 
to  unload  the  fleet?  Only  a  few  crumbs.  A 
little  bit  of  beef  had  been  bought  late  last  night 
—a  great  bargain.  The  potatoes  were  balls  of 
flour ;  but  then  Jenny  had  taken  great  care,  for 
Michael  loved  a  mealy  potato  above  all  things. 

"Eat  away,  Dick,  my  boy,"  said  Michael; 
"there's  plenty  here,"  pointing  to  the  dish 
where  a  little  meat  remained.  "Jenny  lass, 
are  you  getting  on  tidy  ?" 

"  Bravely,  Mike/5  said  Jenny,  who  had  but 
the  smallest  piece  upon  her  plate. 

The  pudding  was  bubbling  in  the  sauce- 
pan over  the  fire.  When  Jenny  Day  rose 
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to  take  it  out  that  it  might  cool,  Dick 
and  Bet  interchanged  glances  expressive  of 
the  deepest  emotion.  The  pudding  at  length 
smoked  upon  the  board.  It  was  a  very 
small  pudding  indeed.  The  plums  were  as 
scarce  as  in  a  Yorkshire  academy's  pudding. 
Dick,  as  he  looked  at  it,  felt  that  he  could 
eat  all  of  it  with  ease,  and  ask  for  more. 

"  There  isn't  too  much  .  of  it,  is  there, 
Dick  ?"  said  Michael  to  his  boy,  laughing 
as  he  spoke. 

"  As  much  as  is  good  for  us,  I'm  sure," 
was  the  rejoinder  of  Mrs.  Michael. 

The  larger  lumps  were  for  Bet  and  Dick, 
who  proceeded  to  eat  the  precious  dainty — 
but  slowly,  very  slowly.  Dick  had  announced 
his  intention  pf  being  as  long  over  it  as 
possible.  The  last  crumb  was  finished  with 
a  lingering  finger. 


MICHAEL   DAY'S    CHRISTMAS   DINNER. 


156     BRINGING    THE    PUDDING    HOME. 

"  Thank  God  on  this  holy  day,  on  this  day 
of  mercy,  for  all  His  bounties/'  said  Michael ; 
and  his  wife  said  "  Amen." 

The  light  dims  upon  this  picture  of  con- 
tent, and  Madge  prays  that  it  may  be  well 
with  Michael  Day  and  his,  evermore  ;  for 
indeed  they  deserve  it. 


CHAPTER   VIII. 

THE    LESSON    OF    CONTENTMENT. 

nnHEOUGH  the  window  the  stars  twinkled 
brightly  out  of  a  cold  blue  sky.  The 
houses  opposite  were  garnished  with  snow, 
and  lights  danced  in  the  windows  through 
rose-coloured  blinds.  A  passer-by  hummed  a 
Christmas  carol  on  his  way  home.  Madge 
had  thrown  herself  upon  her  pillow,  and  buried 
her  head.  She  was  sobbing  loudly.  Sho 
felt  how  wrong  she  had  been, — even  she,  a 
handmaid  who  worked  all  day  for  but  the 
most  moderate  wages.  She  could  never  meet 
the  gaze  of  her  mistress,  much  less  of  Possum, 
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again.  That  she,  who  had  a  kind  mistress, 
who  was  comfortably  housed,  and  for  her 
chief  work  only  the  care  of  happy  children, 
should  have  frowned  and  pouted  because  she 
was  not  as  rich  and  able  to  be  as  idle  as 
the  people  whom  she  had  served.  It  was 
very  wicked,  with  the  figures  of  slaves  toil- 
ing in  the  West  before  her,  she  knew  it  was, — 
very,  very  wicked, 

A  gentle  hand  fell  on  her  shoulder  as  she 
lay  weeping.  She  started  to  her  feet,  then 
humbly  fell  at  the  feet  of  the  sweet  Spirit 
to  whom  she  was  indebted  for  the  know- 
ledge of  her  past  error. 

"  Every  good  creature  sees  her  faults  through 
tears,"  said  the  Spirit.  "  Be  comforted,  and 
listen  to  me." 

"  Have  mercy  upon  me,  for  I  know  all 
my  fault !"  cried  Madge,  in  supplicating  atti- 
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tude.  "  I  have  been  a  proud,  ungrateful 
thing  in  comfort  ;  and  I  have  seen  better 
creatures  than  I  can  ever  hope  to  be  borne 
to  the  earth  under  their  work  and  their 


j 


masters'  whip,  and  yet  who  have  been  in 
their  humility  cheerful.  Don't  make  me  hate 
myself,  good  Spirit !" 
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"  You   shall   be   happy   henceforth.      Peace, 
and  listen  to  me." 

"But,    good  Spirit,  be  gentle  with   a    poor, 
ignorant  thing  like  me." 

"  Peace ! 

"I  have  wrung  your  heart  to  cleanse  it. 
I  have  carried  you  from  the  humble  sphere 
of  your  daily  labours  to  the  scenes  of  human 
activity  which  have  supplied  the  dainty  pecu- 
liar to  this  most  solemn,  this  rejoicing  day. 
You  have  seen  the  slave  sweating  at  his 
work,  you  have  heard  the  crack  of  the  cruel 
master's  whip.  The  poor  miner,  lying  in 
damp  shafts  deep  under  ground,  has  claimed 
your  pity.  I  have  shown  you  at  what  pains 
your  spice-box  is  filled.  The  story  of  a  pinch 
of  currants  is  one  of  labour  and  of  stormy 
sailing  over  boisterous  seas.  Your  eyes  have 
followed  in  the  wake  of  the  Eussian  serf 
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urging  his  master's  oxen  over  dreary  and 
almost  trackless  wastes  to  bring  you  bread. 
You  have  watched  the  farm-servants  grovel- 
ling on  frosty  mornings  in  the  dark  to  send 
milk  and  eggs  to  you ;  the  shepherd  passing 
his  weary  day  in  sleet  and  rain  while  the 
cattle  fatten  on  the  moor.  I  have  pointed  out 
to  you  your  dusky  brothers  stolen  from  their 
homes  and  carried,  cooped  in  stifling  holds, 
across  the  broad  waters  to  be  sold  to  merci- 
less owners  who  respect  not  the  tears  of 
a  wife  nor  the  wail  of  infants.  All  this  have 
I  shown  you  from  the  snugness  of  the  roof 
under  which  you  live.  But  there  remains  a 
lesson  nearer  home ; — a  lesson  that  is  at  your 
elbow." 

"But   indeed  I  feel   my   wickedness,"   cried 
Madge. 

"  Peace  !"  said  the  good  Spirit,  gently.   "  Still 
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a  few  minutes,  and  my  task  is  done.  I  tell  you 
there  is  a  living  lesson  at  your  elbow.  There 
was  a  friendless  orphan  boy,  born  of  a  father  who 
was  a  bad  man,  who  sent  his  wife  weeping  to  her 
grave.  Then,  bankrupt  in  fortune  and  in  fame, 
he  followed  her.  The  boy  stood  penniless  and 
alone  in  the  world ;  but  he  had  the  gallant  spirit 
of  his  mother,  and  he  trudged  to  the  great  city 
where  he  now  dwells.  He  took  the  meanest 
service ;  he  was  a  drudge  in  rich  men's  houses. 
He  went  supperless  to  bed  from  workshops  the 
masters  of  which  drove  home  in  chariots.  When 
comrades  idled  winter  evenings  away,  he  sat  in 
his  garret  poring  over  books.  Every  morning 
found  him  punctual  to  his  work ;  every  evening 
was  he  cheerful,  aye,  when  his  bones  ached  after 
the  burdens  they  had  borne.  He  had  a  reverent 
nature,  and  took  the  smallest  crumb  of  fortune 
with  a  grateful  heart.  He  thanked  God,  when 
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his  companions  cursed  fate.  To  him  every  day 
was  a  step  forward.  His  master's  eye  fell  upon 
him  at  last,  and  some  of  his  burdens  were  cast 
from  his  back.  The  little  promotion  that  his 
comrades  would  have  despised,  or  at  least  for 
which  they  would  not  have  paid  the  close  atten- 
tion he  had  paid,  gave  him  fresh  courage  still  to 
work  harder,  still  to  hold  silent  interviews  in 
his  garret  with  the  good  books  that  had  been 
his  best  friends.  He  shaped  with  unremitting 
care  the  destinies  that  were  rough-hewn  for  him. 
Work,  with  hope,  is  delightful  to  a  loving 
creature.  To  accomplish  something  daily,  to 
press  the  pillow  at  night,  satisfied  that  the 
labour  belonging  rightfully  to  the  day  just 
closed  has  been  handsomely  done,  is  to  know  all 
the  sweetness  of  sleep.  This  sleep  the  orphan 
boy  enjoyed. 

"  Tempted  daily  to  abandon  for  a  few  hours  the 
M  2 
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darling  purpose  of  his  life,  the  boy  still  remained 
firm  as  a  rock.  His  strength  grew  with  his 
knowledge.  He  had  no  powerful  patrons;  his 
only  friend  was  himself.  All  work  that  was 
entrusted  to  him  was  conscientiously  performed, 
so  that  when  his  master  had  a  very  important 
task  to  commit  to  his  servants,  he  entrusted  it 
to  the  good  orphan  boy.  Then  a  second  step 
was  won.  The  boy  became  a  man — was  the  most 
valuable  servant  in  a  great  establishment.  He 
became  confidential  clerk,  manager,  partner.  His 
old  master,  when  tired  of  the  tear  and  wear  of 
business,  felt  that  he  could  not  do  better  than 
take  his  valuable  manager  into  partnership,  and 
retire  to  rest  through  the  evening  of  his  life. 
The  thrifty,  gallant  orphan  boy,  who  had  jour- 
neyed with  empty  pockets  to  the  great  city, 
now  reaped  the  rich  reward  of  courageous  per- 
severance, and  that  humble  gratitude  for  the 
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smallest  favours  of  Providence  which  keeps  the 
spirit  light  through  the  weary  days  of  toil- 
ing for  a  crust, — which  all  must  pass  who  are 
architects  of  their  own  fortune.  Become  a  part- 
ner, the  sometime  friendless  boy  redoubled 
his  exertions.  Under  his  vigorous  and  clear- 
sighted management  the  great  establishment 
throve.  The  new  partner  became  a  welcome 
visitor  to  his  old  master's  house.  The  soft  eyes 
of  Helen,  his  old  master's  homely  daughter,  fell 
upon  him.  Every  day  he  was  more  welcome 
than  he  had  been  yesterday.  On  a  happy  June 
morning  his  sight  was  gladdened  by  the 
figure  of  his  Helen  standing  at  the  altar  rails, 
whispering  that  she  would  honour  and  obey  him 
through  her  life  henceforth.  The  sunny  years 
rolled  into  the  past,  and  left  three  children  at 
their  father's  knees.  Not  a  year  passed  by  that 
had  not  given  new  wealth  to  Helen's  husband. 
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There  was  not  a  creature  under  the  roof  of  the 
happy  couple  who  did  not  rejoice  to  find  himself 
there.  Yes,"  the  good  Spirit  added,  after  a 
pause,  "  there  was  one  creature,  once." 

The  light  was  breaking  upon  poor  Madge,  and 
she  exclaimed,  "  I  catch  your  meaning.  Spare 
me!1' 

"  My  story  shall  be  told  to  its  close,"  said  the 
Spirit,  rather  sternly,  compelling  Madge's  silence. 
Madge  listened,  her  eyes  humbly  bent  to  the 
ground. 

"  Yes,  there  was  one  creature  once,  who  saw 
everything  with  jaundiced  eyes.  Her  share  of 
duty  to  be  done  was  performed  with  sulky  brow 
and  with  angry  words.  She  rebelled  hourly 
against  the  sphere  wherein  her  lot  of  life  was 
cast.  The  children's  pretty  ways  touched  her 
not,  for  she  saw  in  them  only  so  many  expres- 
sions of  advantage  over  her.  She  made  her 
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fellow- servant's  life  a  miserable  one  with  her 
sad  repining.  She  knew  nothing  of  her  master's 
life — how  he  had  trudged  almost  barefoot  to  the 
great  city,  and  how  he  had  won  his  way  by 
labour,  compared  with  which  hers  was  the  merest 
child's  play. 

"The  orphan  boy" — the  good  Spirit's  voice 
was  solemn  now  —  "was  Madge's  master." 
Madge  now  fairly  sobbed  aloud. 

"The  discontented  girl  was  Madge.  But 
Madge  will  be  cheerful  henceforth.  There  are 
happy  days  in  store  for  you ;  and  you  shall  be 
the  sunlight  of  a  poor  man's  home.  You  shall 
raise  children  of  your  own ;  and  you  shall 
preach  homely  lessons  of  content  to  them." 

"  Merciful  Spirit,"  cried  Madge,  throwing 
herself  upon  her  knees,  "  I  thank  you  for  the 
wickedness  you  have  driven  out  of  me." 

"  And  now  my  task  is  done.     Farewell." 
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"  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  stay  with  me  yet  a 
moment!"  Madge  exclaimed,  grasping  at  the 
robe  (not  more  substantial  than  moonbeams)  of 


the  vanishing  Spirit.     "  Stay  and  tell  me  who 
my  gracious  benefactor  is." 

"  I  am" — and  oh !  the  winning  smile  that 
beamed  upon  the  Spirit's  face!— "I  am  the 
SPIRIT  of  CONTENT  !  Farewell !" 
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And,  in  darkness  and  in  the  cold,  Madge 
found  herself  alone.  But  in  her  heart  there 
was  a  warmth,  that  only  the  grave  would 
extinguish. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE    TRIUMPH    OF    CONTENT. 

TTERE  she  is  !  Here  she  is !"  shouted  merry 
voices  outside  Madge's  bedroom  door. 
And  the  children  rattled  the  door  handle,  and 
kicked  at  the  panels  vigorously.  Of  course 
Master  Uly  was  the  ringleader.  He  blew 
a  shrill  whistle;  then  he  squeaked  through 
one  of  those  awful  instruments,  dear  to  child- 
hood, a  tin  trumpet.  A  musical  apple  took 
up  the  concert;  and  a  cracker  finished  it. 

"Open  the   door,"    shouted    both    the    chil- 
dren at  once ;    "  and   see   what  we've   got   for 

» 
you. 

Madge    was    silent   as   a  mouse.       The    in- 
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fluence  of  the  good  Spirit  was  still  upon  her. 
Again  and  again  she  thought  of  the  wonders 
she  had  seen :  again  and  again  her  heart  sank 
within  her.  She  could  have  thrown  open 
the  door,  and  clasped  the  children  to  her 
bosom ;  but  shame  restrained  her.  It  seemed 
to  her  that  they  ought  to  despise  her  for 
her  wicked  ill  temper  and  jealousy.  Their 
persevering  kindness  was  only  another  re- 
proach to  her.  She  longed  to  be  happy  with 
them  :  but  still,  while  they  rattled  and  shouted, 
she  hesitated. 

The  voice  of  Possum  coming  up  the  stairs, 
however,  gave  Madge  sudden  energy.  That 
voice  had  mysteriously  sounded  to  her:  and 
she  felt  that  Possum  must  know  all  about 
the  good  Spirit.  Madge  smoothed  her  hair; 
dried  her  eyes;  hastily  cast  on  her  liveliest 
cap  and  her  whitest  apron — and  smiling  her 


172  THE    TRIUMPH    OF 

best  smile — she  threw  the  door  wide  open. 
It  was  a  great  effort,  and  her  cheek  was 
very  red  when  she  saw  Possum's  look  of 
wonder. 

"Oh,  you're  in  a  good  temper,  Madge,  at 
last,"  said  Master  Uly,  saying,  as  precocious 
children  will  say,  exactly  the  thing  most 
calculated  to  heighten  an  embarrassing 
scene. 

"Get  along  with  you,  master,"  retorted 
Possum,  with  her  womanly  tact.  She  was 
too  delighted  with  Madge's  changed  humour 
to  bear  the  chance  of  a  relapse.  "  Madge 
looks  good-natured— as  she  always  does." 
Possum  indulged  in  this  good-natured  flight 
of  imagination — good  old  soul  that  she  was 
— with  the  best  intentions.  But  Madge  felt 
it  as  satire,  and  winced. 

Baby   broke    up    the    awkwardness    of   the 
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moment — as  babies  will  very  often.  Their 
fresh  nature  offers  a  refuge  for  the  heart 
when  it  is  bewildered  by  conflicting  emo- 
tions. Madge  whipped  up  baby,  who  was 
literally  buried  in  toys,  and  whose  chubby 
mouth  was  as  adhesive  as  any  plaster  from 
the  combined  effects  of  figs,  candied  green- 
gages, sugar  bottles,  and  comfits,  mixed  care- 
fully with  some  honey,  which  Possum  had 
given  him  for  tea  (blessing  his  heart  while 
she  destroyed  his  stomach).  The  baby's  hair 
was  tumbled;  his  waist  was  as  close  to  his 
shoulders  as  it  could  conveniently  get ;  his 
pinafore  bore  the  distinctive  marks  of  all 
the  courses  he  had  enjoyed  at  dinner ;  there 
were  cake  crumbs,  bits  of  pudding,  and  orange 
flesh  in  the  folds  of  his  frock ;  in  short,  the 
baby  at  Paramount  Villa  was  as  clammy,  as 
unable  to  eat  anything  more,  as  was  baby 


174 


THE    TRIUMPH    OF 


ne*xt  door,  or  baby  over  the  way,  or  baby  in 
the  next  street.  It  is  true  that  Madge,  when 
she  caught  up  the  baby — that  is,  our  baby- 
declared  that  there  never  was  such  a  child 
(and  he  was  as  round  and  tumbled  as  a  wren 
asleep),  but  we  ascribe  this  pretentious  assertion 


to  Madge's  enthusiastic  affection.  Were  there 
not  Madges  at  any  turn  and  corner  of  the 
great  city,  on  that  happy  night,  when  the 
poorest  of  God's  creatures,  in  the  harshest 
unions,  get  some  comfort  to  mark  the  holiday  ? 
— were  there  not  Madges,  we  repeat,  in 
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hundreds  of  households  at  that  very  moment, 
declaring  of  the  infants  confided  to  their  care, 
that  "  there  never  was  such  a  child  ?" 

And  it  is  happy  for  children  that  it  is  so ; 
that  every  born  child — to  those  who  beget  it, 
and  to  those  who  wait  upon  its  helpless  hours — 
is  the  child  par  excellence.  As  Madge,  in  the 
new,  glad  spirit  that  was  upon  her,  hugged  her 
master's  child,  no  thought  of  the  hard  times 
separation  from  children  so  fondled  and  so 
loved  must  bring  upon  such  as  Madge.  A 
hasty  word — a  fault  such  as  any  of  us  may  commit 
any  day — breaks  a  link,  tender  almost  as  that 
which  holds  a  mother  to  her  child ;  and  the 
nurse  is  parted  evermore  from  the  child  whose 
first  word  she  caught,  whose  first  steps  were 
made  at  her  feet.  There  is  seldom  a  thought 
given  to  the  good  creature  for  the  days  of  vigi- 
lance which  have  shielded  the  babe  from  harm, 
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nor  for  the  tender  courtesies  which  encompassed 
it,  and  kept  its  heart  gentle.  As  we  watch 
Madge,  hugging  the  youngest  born  of  her 
mistress  in  her  arms,  we  cannot  help  pitying 
her. 

But  now  no  time  for  reflection  was  left  to 
her ;  for  Master  Illy  was  tugging  at  her  skirts, 
and  Miss  Cecilia  was  hegging  her  to  go  down 
stairs  at  once.  Madge  felt  that  she  could  hug 
all  her  young  charges ;  but  she  was  determined, 
much  as  the  young  gentleman  struggled  against 
it,  to  carry  baby  down  in  her  arms. 

"  Hurrah !"  roared  Uly,  as  Madge  descended. 
"  Here  she  is.  Hoo-rah !" 

"  Not  that  way/'  said  the  enthusiastic  heir 
to  the  Barthlemy  honours ;  for  Madge  was  pro- 
ceeding to  the  kitchen.  "  Here,  papa,  Madge  is 
going  to  the  kitchen." 

Mr.  Barthlemy  appeared  at  the  door  of  the 
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room  in  which  the  Christinas  tree  stood,  and 
told  Madge  to  come  for  her  presents.  As  her 
master  stood  before  her,  in  his  shining  black 
suit,  and  with  his  deep  white  neckcloth  (deep 
almost  as  that  of  Bmmmell),  Madge  thought  of 
the  shoeless  boy  who  had  fought  his  way  to 
London,  and  was  abashed. 

"That's  from  Mrs.  Barthlemy,"  said  this 
lady's  husband,  putting  a  piece  of  neat  stuff  for 
a  dress  across  Madge's  arms. 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am/'  said  Madge,  colouring 
as  red — to  use  Uly's  impertinent  simile — as  a 
fire-engine. 

"From  me,  with  my  love,"  simpered  Miss 
Cecilia,  as  she  drew  a  gay  neck-riband  round  her 
confused  maid's  neck. 

"Now,  baby,"  said  Mrs.  Barthlemy,  giving 
Master  Orlando  (who  could  hardly  be  persuaded 
to  take  a  biscuit  from  his  mouth  while  he 
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went   through  the   ceremony),    "  give    that   to 


nurse/' 


A  pink  silk  bag  full  of  sweetmeats  was  here- 
upon handed  to  Master  Orlando,  who  was  about 
to  open  it  that  he  might  help  himself  to  some 
of  its  contents,  when  he  was  called  "  a  greedy 
child"  by  his  affectionate  mamma,  and  com- 
pelled to  hand  over  the  present  to  Madge. 

"  Thank  you,  baby,"  said  Madge ;  and  she 
whipped  Orlando  into  her  arms,  and  covered 
him  with  kisses. 

Labrador  had  his  present  also.  He  gave 
Madge  a  Bible,  plainly  but  solidly  bound :  as 
the  Bible  should  always  be  covered. 

A  very  merry  evening  was  passed,  in  short, 
at  Paramount  Villa.  Madge  was  heard  to 
hum  a  lively  air,  as  she  helped  Possum  put 
the  kitchen  "to  rights."  Baby  was  carried 
off  to  bed,  with  a  cake  in  one  hand,  and  a 


CONTENT.  179 

lump  of  sugar  in  the  other — supremely  happy 
and  completely  incapacitated  for  further  eat- 
ing. Uly  hid  Mr.  Labrador's  hat,  that  the 
old  gentleman  might  not  leave  at  his  accus- 
tomed hour.  All  were  children  in  that 
house— for  the  evening— for  the  gentle  Spirit 
of  Christmas  was  upon  it. 

Mr.  Barthlemy  had  a  game  of  Hunt  the 
Slipper ;  Mrs.  Barthlemy  played  at  Hide  and 
Seek ;  and  for  a  brief  space  Mr.  Labrador 
was  baby's  horse,  his  coat-tails  being  converted 
for  the  nonce  into  reins. 

And  Madge,  happy  as  a  lark,  hummed  at  her 
work,  and  welcomed  Christmas. 


MAY  Christmas  be  always  welcome  among  us. 
For  he  brings  with  him  a  spirit  that  is  kindly 
and  generous.  He  has  a  soul  in  him  that 
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soars  above  the  sordid  influences  of  the  market- 
place and  the  Stock-exchange.  He  has  an 
open,  charitable  hand.  He  flings  the  comforts 
of  the  well-to-do  for  the  brief  hour  of  his 
presence  among  us — into  homes  that,  through 
the  weary  year,  are  dulled  by  want  or  by  ill- 
paid  labour.  His  influence  extends  to  the 
hapless  inmates  of  workhouses — even  to  the 
wobegone  wretches  who,  while  Belgravia  airs 
the  money-pride  of  livery,  have  but  the  broad 
dome  lighted  by  the  stars  for  a  roof.  He 
brings  gladness  to  little  brigaded  shoe-blacks 
as  to  the  comfortable  children  of  palaces.  While 
he  is  with  us  roast  beef  and  pudding  are  for 
all  God's  creatures  among  us.  In  refuges  and 
soup  kitchens,  in  all  the  hundred  institutions 
with  which  gracious  English  charity  has  en- 
nobled our  race  and  made  it  venerable  in  the 
eyes  of  foreigners ;  among  the  halt  and  blind, 
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aye,  among  the  criminals  who  are  striving  to 
cleanse  themselves  of  their  moral  leprosy,  there 
is  warmth  and  comfort  in  the  smile  of 
Christmas. 

And  should  not  Christmas  be  doubly  welcome 
to  the  prosperous  man  ?  Should  he  not  open 
his  bulky  Christmas  hamper  with  special  de- 
light, seeing  that  he  may  say  to  himself — on 
the  day  when  this  plump  capon  shall  smoke 
upon  my  board,  the  poor,  the  very  poor,  will 
eat — "  Pensioners  on  the  bounty  of  an  hour." 
Charity's  wings  shall  be  at  their  fullest  stretch, 
covering  every  brother  and  sister. 

So  regarded,  may  we  all  cry,  "Right  wel- 
come, Christmas !" 

If  Christmas  Day  is  to  be  a  day  of  uni- 
versal comfort,  it  must  be  a  day  of  universal 
charity.  No  man  must  put  his  knees  under 
his  mahogany  without  being  able  to  say  to 
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himself,  "  Towards  the  universal  rejoicing  of 
this  hour  I  have  done  my  honest  part.  My 
groat  has  been  cast  blithely  into  the  capacious 
treasury  by  which  England  buys  stores  for 
her  poor.  There  are  unhappy  creatures  whose 
mouths  my  hands  have  filled  this  day ;  there 
are  thirsty  lips  to  which,  a  heartfelt  tender- 
ness teaching  me,  I  have  lifted  a  full  cup. 
I  have  remembered  in  my  humble  way  the 
story  of  the  Great  Master  to  whom  this  day 
is  dedicated.  I  have  forgiven  injuries  and 
have  dispensed  blessings. 

Every  man  must  of  his  own  knowledge  be 
able  to  spread  his  charity  usefully,  but  let 
every  man  give  to  the  poor.  Let  him  not 
see  a  holly  berry  before  he  has  justified  its 
place  in  his  home  by  the  care  he  has  taken 
of  those  who  have  no  homes. 

Why  not   a   new  picture    of   Christmas ;    of 
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gentle    King    Christmas  ?      We   call   to   mind 
portraits    of    him    by    the    dozen.      His    eyes 
sparkle  with  wine  ;    his  thick  lips  are  greasy 
with   the   fat   of    the   land ;    his   hand    grasps 
a    full   beaker    "from   the   warm   south;"    and 
garlanded   about    his    sensual    head   are   game 
and    fruit    held   by   rosy   Bacchantes.      He   is 
the  surfeited  genius  of  the  kitchen.     He  looks 
rather    like    a    Dutch    boor    carousing    under 
highly     auspicious     circumstances.      He     shall 
not,    in    short,    be    our    figure    of    Christmas. 
Were    it    not    for    the    holly    about    him    we 
might   mistake  him,   with   those  wine   patches 
upon  his  cheeks,  for  some  jolly  host  of  a  road- 
side "  Eed  Lion."    Now  why  should  the  smiling 
charity  of  our  Christmas  be  so  travestied  and 
degraded  ? 

We  would  have  him  cheerful,  open-handed, 
and    not    a    mere    tippler    with    a    capacious 
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paunch.  We  would  encompass  him  with  alle- 
gories, or  types  of  kindness  and  love.  The 
good  cheer  and  the  holly  should  be  his;  not 
a  plum  would  we  filch  from  his  snapdragon. 
But  the  cheer  should  get  its  zest  from  the 
happy  memory  of  good  things  done,  and  the 
kindnesses  traceable  to  his  gentle  nature  should 
be  abounding  as  the  snapdragon  prizes. 


THE   END. 
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Charles  Dickens— The  Story  of  his  Life.   By  the 

Author  of ''The  Life  of  Thackeray."    This  day,  price  73.  6d.,with 
numerous  Portraits  and  Illustrations,  370  pp. 


Dickenfs  Summer  House. 

"Anecdotes  seem  to  have  poured  in  upon  the  author  from  all  quarters. 
*  »  *  Turn  where  we  will  through  these  370  pleasant  pages,  something 
worth  reading  is  sure  to  meet  the  eye."— The  Standard. 


--Ib. Another  Edition.      Uniform    with  The 

"  CHARLES  DICKENS  EDITION,"  and  foimtog  a  supplementary 
volume  to  that  favourite  issue,  crimson  cloth,  3*.  6d. 


Artemus  Ward,  Complete.    The  Works  of  Charles 

Farrer  Browne,  better  known  as  "ARTEMUS  WARD,"  now  FIRST 
COLLECTED.  Crown  8vo,  with  fine  portrait,  facsimile  of  band- 
writing,  &c.,  540  pages,  cloth  neat  73.  6i. 

%*  Comprises  all  that  the  humorist  has  written  in  England  or  America- 
Admirers  of  poor  Artemus  Ward  will  be  glad  to  possess  his  writings  in  a  com- 
plete form. 
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a  TRULY  MAGNIFICENT  WORK.—"  LIVES  OP 

THE   SAINTS."     Enriched  with  Fifty-one  exquisite  Full-pa^e 

Miniatures,  in  gold  and  colours.    Every  page  of  the  Text  within 

Engraved  Borders  of  Beautiful  Design.    In  thick  Ato,  sumptuously 

printed,  and  bound  in  silk  velvet,  enriched  with  gold,  preserved  in  a 

ease,  £7  73. ;  in  morocco,  extra  gilt,  inlaid,  £10  158. 

«•  THIS  VERT  IMPORTANT  WORK^  commenced  three  years  since, 

Has  at  length  been  completed,  and  fully  justifies  the  high  expectation* 

formed  of  \t  during  its  progress  through  the  press.    Taking  the  text  of 

the  Rev.  Alban  Butler  as  his  guide,  the  Editor  has,  wherever  practicable. 

carefully  verified  the  references  of  that  eminent  divine.    The  delicacy  and 

finish  of  the  beautiful  miniatures  have  never  before  been  approached  in 

any  similar  work  in  this  country.    They  exhibit  a  beauty  and  exquisite 

softness  of  colour  which  have  hitherto  only  been  realised  by  the  most 

'expensive  miniature  paintings.    The  work  must  be  seen  to  be  appreciated, 

as  it  is  like  no  other  of  the  kind.    The  preparation  has  been  so  costly 

and  slow  that  the  book  is  never  likely  to  decrease  in  value. 

A  VERY  8FLENDID  VOLUME.— SAINT  URSULA, 

PRINCESS  OF  BRITAIN,  AND  HER  COMPANIONS.    With 
Twentv-five  Full-page  $to  Illuminated  Miniatures  from  the  Pictures 
of  Cologne,  and  exquisitely  designed  Woodcut  Borders.    In  crown 
4to,  beautifully  bound  in  silk  and  gold,  £3  158. 
••*  The  finest  Book-Paintings  of  the  kind  ever  published.    The  artist 

obtained  the  Gold  Price  at  the  Paris  Exposition. 
W  THE  BOOK  MUST  BE  SEEN  TO  BE  APPRECIATED.  The 
illustrations  are  exact  reproductions  of  the  exquisite  paintings  of  the 
Van  Eyck  school,  and  in  finish  and  beauty  are  far  above  any  similar 
book-paintings  issued  in  this  country.  As  the  preparation  of  the  work 
hoe  been  so  costly  and  slow  it  is  never  likely  to  decrease  in  value. 

Exquisite  Miniatures  and  Illuminations. — "  Golden 
Verses  from  the  New  Testament,"  with  50  Illuminations  and  Minia- 
tures from  celebrated  MISSALS  and  BOOKS  OP  HOURS  of  i4th  and 
15th  centuries  in  GOLD  and  COLOURS.  The  text  very  beautifully  printed 
in  letters  of  gold  on  fine  ivory  paper.  4to,  in  a  very  handsome  cloth 
case  with  silk  ribbons,  303. ;  or  bound  in  a  volume,  morocco,  gilt 
edges,  £»  SB. 

Common  Prayer.    Illustrated  by  Holbein  and  Albert 

Durer.    With  Wood  Engravings  of  the  Dance  of  Death,  a  singularly 
curious  scries  after  Holbein,  with  Scriptural  Quotations  and  Proverb.! 
in  the  Margin.    8vo,  exquisitely  printed  on  tinted  paper,  8s.  6d.  j  in 
dork  morocco,  Elizabethan  style,  gilt  edges,  i6s.  6d. 
Apply  DIRECT  for  this  exquisite  volume. 

Brunet's  Manual  du  Libraire.    5  vols.  royal  8vo,  half 

morocco,  top  edge  gilt,  15*.  only. 
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Earthward  Pilgrimage  (The).  By  Moneure  D.  Con- 
way,  the  eminent  Unitarian  Minister,  and  friend  of  Emerson.  Crown 
8vo,  400  pages,  cloth,  neat,  73.  6d. 

***  This  volume  has  excited  considerable  discussion,  as  it  advances  many  entirely 
new  views  upon  the  life  hereafter.  The  titles  to  some  of  the  chapters  will  con- 
vey an  idea  of  the  contents  of  the  work  :— "  How  I  left  the  world  to  come  for 
that  which  is." 

Dickens's  Speeches,  Literary  and  Social,    Now  first 

collected.  With  Caapters  on  "Charles  Dickens  as  a  Letter  Writer, 
Poet,  and  Public  Reader."  TnU  day,  price  73.  6d.,  with  fine  Portrait 
by  Count  D'Orsay,  370  pa^rs. 


V  "His  capital  speeches.     Every  one  of  them  reads  like  a  page  of  'Pick 
wick."'— The  Critic. 

"  His  speeches  are  as  good  as  any  of  his  printed  writings."—  The  Times. 

— Ib.— -  Uniform  with  The  "  CHARLES  DICKENS 
EDITION"  and  forming  a  supplementary  volume  to  that  favourite 
issue,  crimson  cloth,  39.  61 
Cheap  edition,  without  portrait,  in  paper  wrapper,  23. 

Madge    and   the    Fairy    Content.       A    Charming 

Child's  Story.  By  BLANCIIARD  JERROLD.  Intended  to  inculcate  a 
Spirit  of  Contentment.  With  nearly  100  Pictures  of  the  Industry 
requisite  to  produce  the  Christmas  Padding.  4*.  6d. 

A  Third  Supply  of  Yankee  Drolleries,  comprising 

the  best  recent  Works  of  American  Humorists.  A.  WARD'S  FENIANS; 
MARK  TWAIN  ;  AUTOCRAT  BREAKFAST  TABLTC  ;  BRBT  HARTB  ; 
INNOCENTS  ABROAD.  With  an  Introduction  by  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS 
SALA,  Crown  8tro,  700  pa?es,  cloth  extra,  y.  6J. 

*»*  An  entirely  new  gathering  of  Transatlantic  humour.     Fourteen  thousand 
copies  have  been  sold  of  the  ist  and  2nd  series. 
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UNIFORM  WITII  MR.  RUSKIWS  EDITION  OF  "GERM Alt 

POPULAR  STORIES." 

New  Book  of  Delightful  Tales.—"  Family  Fairy  Tales ;" 
or,  Glimpses  of  Elfland  at  Heathereton  Hall."  Edited  by  CHOLMON- 
DELEY  PENNELL,  Author  of  "  Puck  on  Pegasus,"  Ac.,  adorned  with 
beautiful  pictures  of  "My  Lord  Lion,'*  "King  Uggermugger,"  and 
other  great  folks.  Handsomely  printed  on  toned  paper,  in  cloth,  green 
and  gold,  price  43.  6d.  plain,  53.  6d.  coloured. 

***  ThU  charming  volume  ha*  been  uulvermally  praiaed  by  the  critical  prcea, 

The  Brosicmcians ;  their  Bites  and  Mysteries.    With 

Chapters  on  the  Ancient  Fire-  and  Serpent- Worshippers  and  Explana- 
tions of  the  Mystic  Symbols  represented  in  the  Monuments  and 
Talismans  of  the  Primeval  Philosophers.  By  HARGRAVE  JENNINGS. 
los.  6d. 

*y*  A  volume  of  startling  facts  and  opinion*  upon  this  very  mysterious 
subject,  illustrated  by  nearly  300  engravings. 

"  Curioui  aa  many  of  Mr.  Hoiten'*  work*  hare  boon,  tbe  volume  now  under  nodee  la,  amon* 
tliero  all,  perhaps  the  mo*t  remarkable.  The  work  purport*  to  deaoribe  the  Rite*  and  Hyeterie*  of 
the  RoaicrucUn*.  It  dilate*  on  the  an.  inn  Kire  and  Serpent  Wor.htr.per*.  Tbe  author  baa  certainly 
.leveled  ait  enormou*  amount  of  labour  to  tbeae  metnortala  of  the  UO8B-CKO9S— otter* Ue  the 
Hotlcrucian*."  -  Tl,i-  Sun,  21  .t  March,  1P70. 

Gustavo  Bore's  Favourite  Pencil  Sketches. — His- 
torical Cartoons;  or.  Bough  I '«  millings  of  the  World's  History  from 
the  First  to  the  Nineteenth  Century.  By  GUSTAVB  DottE.  With 
admirable  letterpress  descriptions  by  THOMAS  WRIGHT,  F.S.A.  Oblong 
4to,  handsome  table  book,  73.  6d. 


»,*  A  new  book  of  daring  and  inimitable  dcti^na,  which  will  < 
mbtteaa  command  a  wide  clrcul.Uon. 


Captain  Castagnette.    His  Surprising,  almost  Incre- 
dible Adventures.    Ato,  with  GUSTAYE  BORE'S  Illustrations,    is.  Qd. 
(sells  at  SB.) 
DIRECT  APPLICATION  must  be  made  to  3/r.  Hotten  for  this  book. 

Cent,  per  Cent.    A  Story  written  upon  a  Bill  Stamp. 
By  BLANCHARD  JERROLD.     With  numerous  coloured  illustrations  in 
the  style  ef  the  late  Mr.  Leech's  charming  designs,  price  78.  6d. 

*»*  A  Story  of  "Tbe  Vampire*  of  London,"  aa  they  were  pithily  termed  in  a  recent  notorioai 
caae,  ted  OM  of  undoubted  iutereat 
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The  Conscript.    A   Story  of  the  French  and 

man  War  of  1813.    Translated  from  the  French  of  MM.  EKCKM  V.\N- 
CHATRIAN.    Foap.,  i«. 

y  An  authorized  and  unmutilated  popular  edition  of  this  now  famous  work. 
The  translations,  hitherto  published  in  this  country  and  in  America,  can  b. 
regarded  as  little  more  than  abridgments. 

Napoleon  III.,  The  Man  of  his  Time : 

TART  I.— The  Story  of  the  Life  of  Napoleon  III.,  as  told  by  JAS  W 

HASWELL, 
PART  IJ.—The  Same  Story,  r.c  told  by  the  POPULAR  CARICATURES  of 

the  past  25  years. 

Crown  8vo,  400  page?.  7-".  6.?. 


***  The  object  of  this  Work  is  to  give  both  sides  of  the  Story.  The  Artist  has 
gone  over  the  entire  ground  of  Continental  and  English  Caricatures  for  the  last 
quarter  of  a  century,  and  a  veiy  interesting  book  is  the  result. 

Bismarck,  the  Great  German  Statesman.  The  Story 

OF  HIS  CAREER,  told  for  Popular  Reading.    By  Mr.  GEO.  BULLEX,  of 
the  British  Mnseum.     Fcap.,  i«». 

%*  An  admirable  account  of  the  "  Man  of  Blood  andiron;"  giving  numei'ous 
very  characteristic  anecdotes. 


Echoes  from  the  French  Poets.   An  Anthology  from 

BAUDELAIRK.  ALFRED  DE  MUSSET,  LAMARTINE.  VICTOR  HUGO,  A. 

CIIENIEB.  T.  GAUTIRR,  BERANGER,  NADAUD,  DUPONT,  PARNY,  and 

others.    By  HARRY  CURWEN.    Fcap.  8 vo,  cl>tb,  58.;  half-morocco,  6*. 

"A  pleasant  little  volume  of  translations  from  modem  French  poets."— Graphic, 

Aug.  20,  1870. 
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Price  to  Subscribers,  278.,  afterwards  to  be  raised  to  369. 
Iiife  and  Newly-Discovered  Writings  of  Daniel  Defoe. 

Comprising  Several  Hundred  Important  Essays,  Pamphlets,  and  other 

Writings,  now  first  brought  to  light,  after  many  years  diligent  search. 

By  WILLIAM  LEE,  Esq.    With  Facsimiles  and  Illustrations. 

%•  For  many  years  it  has  been  well  known  in  literary  circles  that 

the  gentleman  to  f  horn  the  public  is  indebted  for  this  valuable  addition 

to  the  knowledge  •>!  Defoe's  Life  and  Works  has  been  an  indefatigable 

collector  of  everything  relating  to  the  subject,  and  that  such  collection 

Lad  reference  to  a  more  full  and  correct  Memoir  than  had  yet  been  given 

to  Hie  world.   In  3  voUi.,  uniform  with  "  Macaulay's  History  of  England." 

VoL  I.— A  NEW  MEMOIR  OP  DEFOE. 
Yob.  II.  and  III.— HITHERTO  UNKNOWN  WRITINGS. 
•«•  This  will  be  a  most  valuable  contention  to  English  History  and 
English  Literature. 

The  Best  Handbook  of  Heraldry.  Profusely  Illus- 
trated with  Plates  and  Woodcuts.  By  JOHN  E.  CUSSANS.  In  crown 
Svo,  pp.  360,  in  emblatoned  gold  ewer,  with  copious  Index,  7*.  6<L 


%*  TTu's  volume,  beautifully  printed  on  toned  paper,  contain*  not  only 
the  ordinary  matter  to  be  found  in  the  best  books  on  the  science  of 
Armory,  but  several  other  subjects  hitherto  unnoticed.  Amongst  these 
may  be  mentioned: — i.  DIRECTIONS  FOR  TRACING  PEDIGREES.  1.  DE- 
CIPHERING ANCIENT  MSS.,  ILLUSTRATED  BY  ALPHABETS  AND  FACSIMILES. 
t.  THE  APPOINTMENT  01  LIVERIES.  4.  CONTINENTAL  AND  AMERICAN 
HERALDRY,  Ac. 

Michael  Faraday.     Philosopher  and  Christian.    By 

The  Rev.  SAMUEL  MARTIN,  of  Westminster.   Toned  paper,  Portrait,  6d. 

•*•  An  admirable  Hnmt   attljuad  for  popular  nadlnf-of  tbU  grot  man*  Ufa, 
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NEW    SOCIETY  BOOK, 

By  the  Author  of  "Funiana." 
Gamosagammon;   or,  Advice  to  Parties  about  to 

Connubialize.    By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley.    With  numerous  exquisite 
and  fanciful  designs  from  his  oencil.     Small  4fo,  green  and  gold,  6s. 


*»*  The  Quaintest,  Funniest,  most  Original  Book  published  for  a  long  time. 
Three  years  since  it  was  announced  under  the  title  of  "  Advice  to  Parties  about 
to  Many." 

Country-House  Charades,  for  Acting,    By  Captain 

E.  C.  Nugent.    With  Illustrations  by  W.  R.  Snow.    Small  4to,  green 
and  gold,  6?. 

%*  An  entirely  new  book  of  Household  Amusements.  An  Appendix  gives 
the  various  Songs  set  to  Music  for  accompaniment  upon  the  Pianoforte. 


Cruikshank's    Comic    Almanack.     A    nine  years' 

gathering  of  the  BEST  HUMOUR,  the  WITTIEST  SAYINGS,  the  Drollest 
Quip3,  and  the  Best  Things  of  THACKERAY  HOOD.  MAYHEW,  ALBERT 
SMITH,  A'BECKETT,  ROBERT  BROUGH.  With  nearly  one  thousand 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by  the  inimitable  CRUIKSHANK, 
HINE,  LANDELLS.  Crown  8vo,  600  pp.,  73.  6rt. 
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Poems  from  the  Greek  Mythology,  and  Miscel- 
laneous Poems.  By  EDMUND  OLLIER.  This  day,  cloth  neat,  s«. 

"  Whmt  he  h«j  written  U  •nootfi.  a»d  mora  than  moogh,  to  «i*»  him  a  high  rank  amongrt  tba> 
moat  sucoaMf  ul  cultivator*  of  tha  Eugiuh  MUM.**—  CM*. 

Poems.  Characteristic,  Itinerary,  and  Miscellaneous. 
By  P.  P.  ROE.  Part  I.—  Bythmical  Etching  of  Character.  II.— 
Tracings  of  TraveL  III.—  Minor  Poems.  IV.—  Translations.  Price 

78.  6d.  _  ^___ 

Pacts  and  Fancies  from  the  Farm.  Poems  by  James 
DAYTSOX.  Fcap.  870,  neatly  printed,  ts.  6d. 

M  Hero  we  hare  antna  vary  prettr  and  reacUbto  po^ry-aom*  of  tt  ao  much  abora  !ha  arvrac*  a» 
to  warrant  anMUikwi  of  •omeUiing  far  baucr,  aad  wa  attaU  took  forward  with  lalarwl  to  tha  uatt 
volume  from  Uio  aama  baud."—  O'to6*. 

The  Idolatress,  and  other  Poems.      By  Dr.  James 

Wills,  Author  of  "Dramatic  Sconea,"  "The  Disemhodied,"  and  of 
.  various  Poetical  Contributions  to  "  Blackwood's  Magaeine."   Price  6^ 

41  One  (Trent  merit  of  tha  *  Idolatmr'  U  to  ba  found  la  th*  abOltr  with  which  UM  writer  haa  cow- 
traitrU  a  •birltiml  faith  and  lu  claims  tha  con«e!<">c«,  wt<H  4  malarial  faith  that  caput  aiM  tha 
Imac^atiou  through  tha  aaa*aa."-4(An4MM,  J«ly  llth.  laei 

Iiyrics  and  Bucolics.  The  Eclogues  of  Virgil,  a 
Selection  from  the  Odes  of  Horace,  and  the  Lesrend  of  the  Sibyll. 
Translated  by  HERBERT  NOTES,  Esq.  An  elegant  little  Tolome,  bound 
in  blue  and  gold,  carmine  edges,  price  43.  6d. 

Sy  the  same  Author.—  An  Idyll  of  the  Weald.    With 
other  Lays  and  Legends.    By  HERBERT  NOTES,  Esq.    In  uniform 
i  binding,  price  93. 

Th?    New   Poetical    Satire.—  Horse    and    Foot*    or, 
Pilgrims  to  Parnassus.    By  RICHARD  CRAWLET.    "I'll  not  march 
through  Coventry  with  them,  that's  flat"    Price  38.  6d. 
far  The  "  Pall  Mall  Gazette"  htu  just  given  two  columns  o/  mtitfac- 

•tory  criticism  upon  thi$  work. 

Wit    and  Humour.    By  the  "  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 

fast Table."    In  crown  8vo,  toned  paper,  elegant,  price  3s.  6d. 

•.•  A  Tolama  of  delightfully  hamoroaa  Pomna,  vary  atmUax  to  tha  mirtUf  ol  varaaa  of  Tota  Hood 
l««de(«  will  not  U  dUappoiutod  with  Ihla  work. 


Songs  of  the  Nativity.  —  Old  K"gK»A  Religious 
Ballads  and  Carols.  An  entirely  new  collection  of  Old  Carols,  including 
some  never  before  given  in  any  collection.  With  Music  to  the  more 
popular.  Edited  by  W.  H.  HUSK,  Librarian  to  the  Sacred  Harmonic 
Society.  In  small  4to,  with  very  beautiful  floriated  borders,  in  the 
Renaissance  style,  cloth  gilt,  price  izs.  6d. 

John  Camden  llotttn,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


'The  Secret  Out;  or,  One  Thousand  Tricks  with 

Cards,  and  other  Recreations;  with  Entertaining:  Experiments  in 
Drawing-Room  or  "  White  Magic."  By  GUSTAVE  FRIKELL,  Professor 
of  the  Art  for  twenty-five  years.  With  300  engravings,  crown  8vo, 
cloth,  49.  6d. 


%*  A  perfect  Cyclopaedia  of  Legerdemain.  Unaer  the  title  of  "  Le  Magicien 
•des  Salons,"  it  has  long  been  a  standard  Magic  book  with  all  French  and  German 
Professors  of  the  Art.  The  tricks  are  described  so  carefully,  with  engravings  to 
illustrate  them,  that  anybody  can  easily  learn  how  to  perform  them. 


Art  of  Amusing  (The).     A  Collection  of  Graceful 

Art*,  Games,  Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades,  intended  to  Amuse 
Everybody,  and  enable  all  to  amuse  everybody  else.  By  FRANK 
BELLEW.  With  nearly  300  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  44.  6d. 


*,*  One  of  the  most  entertaining  handbooks  for  the  amusement  of  Society 
ever  published. 

3.  JoJin  Camden  ff often,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


Midsummer  Eve,  a  Fairy  Tale  of  Love.    By  Mrs.  S. 

C.  HALL.  New  Edition,  103.  6d.  Elegantly  lound,  gilt  edges,  pro- 
fusely illustrated  by  Sir  Noel  Paton,  Maclise,  Kenny  Meadows,  Hine, 
and  other  eminent  artists. 

THE  STANDARD  EDITION. 
Robinson  Crusoe,  Profusely  Illustrated  by  Ernest  Griset. 

Edited,  with  a  New  Account  of  the  Origin  of  Robinson  Crusoe,  by 
WILLIAM  LEE,  Esq.  Crown  8vo,  SB. 


S*  This  edition  deserves  SPECIAL  ATTENTION,  from  the  fact  that  it  is 
Hie  only  correct  one  that  has  been  printed  since  the  time  of  Defoe.  By 
the  kindness  of  Mr.  Leo  a  copy  of  the  raro  and  valuable  original,  in 
3  vols..  was  deposited  with  the  printers  during  the  progress  of  the  work, 
and  all  those  alterations  and  blunders  which  have  been  discovered  in 
every  recent  edition  are  in  this  case  avoided.  There  is  no  living  artist 
better  adapted  to  the  task  of  illustrating  Crusoe  than  Ernest  Griset. 


Tables  of  JEsop.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry  L. 
STEPHENS.  4to,  with  56  full-page  inimitable  designs  by  this  Artist. 
Cloth  and  gold,  gilt  edges,  353. 

•.*  In  irtfctic  ctrdM  UM  r«7  bl«hMt  prtU*  h*.  beto  accorded  to  UMibov*  <Wlfn«. 

The  Bosicrucians ;  their  Bites  and  Mysteries.    With 

Chapters  on  the  Ancient  Fire-  and  Serpent-Wprshippers,  and  Explana- 
tions of  the  Mystic  Symbols  represented  in  the  Monuments  and 
Talismans  of  the  Primeval  Philosophers.  By  KAKGRAVE  JENNINGS. 
Crown  8vo,  316  wood  engravings,  xos.  6d. 

John  Camden  Hotten,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  300K&. 


Flagellation  and  the  Flagellants ;  a  History  of  the 

Rod  in  all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time 
By  the  Rev.  WILLIAM  COOPEK,  B.A.,  with  numerous  Illustrations. 
Thick  crown  870,  123.  6d. 


V  "  A  very  remarkable,  and  certainly  a  very  readable,  volume.  Those  who 
care  for  quaint  stories  of  the  birch  will  find  much  matter  for  reflection,  and  not 
a  little  amusement,  in  Mr.  Cooper's  '  Flagellation '  book."— Daily  Telegraph. 


The    Englishman's    House,  from    a  Cottage  to  a 

Mansion :  a  Practical  Guide  to  Members  of  Building  Societies,  and  all 
interested  in  Selecting  or  Building  a  House.  By  C.  J.  RICHARDSON, 
Architect  (Author  of  "  Old  English  Mansions,"  &c.).  Second  Edition, 
corrected  and  enlarged,  with  nearly  600  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
550  psges,  cloth,  73.  6d. 


*»*  This  Work  might  not  inappropriately  be  termed  "  A  BOOK  OP  HOUSES." 
ft  gives  every  variety  of  house,  from  a  workman's  cottage  to  a  nobleman's  palace. 
The  book  is  intended  to  supply  a  want  long  felt,  viz.,  a  plain,  non-technical 
accoxmt  of  every  manner  of  hoxise,  with  the  cost  and  manner  of  building. 

John  Camden  Ifolten,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  Wt  7 


VERY  IMPORTAM-  M1\V  LOOKS. 


Mary  Hollis ;  a  Romance  of  the  days  of  Charles  II. 

and  William  Prince  of  Orange,  from  tho  Dutch  of  H.  J.  Scliimmel, 
"the  Sir  Walter  Scott  of  Holland."     3  vob.  crown  8vo,  £'i  iis.  6d. 

»»»  Thli  novel  relate*  to  one  of  the  meet  lntrrt«ting  period*  of  CHIT  history.  It  hat  errnted  the 
(reatrct  exrltrment  on  the  Continent,  *  here  It  qnirkly  pawed  through  ecv  eral  editloui.  It  U  now 
translated  (rum  the  Dutch  with  the  ueUtanoe  of  the  author. 

UNIFORM  WITH  DOCTOR  SYNTAX. 

Wonderful  Characters.  Memoirs  and  Anecdotes  of 
Remarkable  and  Eccentric  Persona  of  Every  Age  and  Nation.  From 
the  text  of  EuprtT  WILSON  and  JAMES  OtafiFlKLB.  8vo.  SIXTY-ONE 

ytLL-PACE   EXGBAVINOS  OF  EXTRAORDINARY  PERSONS.     ?§.  W. 


».•  On*  of  the  cheapest  and  moet  amu-in*  books  erer  pobll.bed.    There  are  a*  many  rurioae 
maitri-i  diicuMcd  In  thl«  rolume,  thai  any  penon  who  take*  ll  op  will  not  rtadllr  lay  It  dow  n. 

-to< 


. 

it  aliHOtl  tntiiely  drr<Hr*t  le  •  n,u>derati»n  e/  r,g-to<cJ  L*t>tt,  auj  the  v*il<ma  »I«rtc» 
euncernlDf  them. 

Artemus  Ward  in  London.    Including  his  well-known 
Letters  to  "  Punch."    Square  i6mo,  is.  6d.  ;  cloth,  is. 

•.*  An  entirely  new  volume  of  Wit  and  Fun  by  the  farnout  huinorbl,  and  one  which  U  tare  to 

bccumu  i-ojmUi  . 

NEW  BOOK  ON  THE  LONDON  PARKS. 
Taking  the  Air  ;  or,  the  Story  of  our  London  Parks. 

By  JACOH  LVRWOOD.  With  numerous  illustrations.  Vol.  I.,  Hyde 
Tail;  ;  Vol.  II.,  St.  James's  Park,  Tho  Green  Park,  and  Mary  Bone 
Gardens.  Pries  183.  the  two  volumes. 

•*•  Thli  U  a  new  and  moet  Intrreettng  work,  tfrinr  a  complete  Hl«torjr  of  thne  favourite  ovi-of  - 
ioor  reaortt,  front  the  earllnt  j^rl.xi  to  the  present  time.  The  faUilont,  the  protneuadea,  the  ride*, 
the  rcrlew*.  and  other  ditplart  In  the  parfct  from  the  merry  day*  of  Chariot  II.  down  to  the  |>re^nt 
alrlun  In  Rotten-row  and  dnrc«  "  around  the  rlnp,"  are  all  fully  iriren,  t<>ieclher  with  the  c.pioiU 
o(  bold  hithwaymen  aud  tbe  duel*  of  rital  loren,  and  other  appellants  to  the  Code  of  llouour. 


Jo/m  Camdcn  Hottcn,  74  and  75,  TiccaOiiZy,  IF. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


NEW  AND  CHEAPER  EDITION  OF  SIR  DAVID  BREWSTER'S 

WORKS. 
Brewster    (Sir    David,    LL.D.)    More   Worlds    than 

One,  the  Creed  of  the  Philosopher,  the  Hope  of  the  Christian.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  very  neat,  43.  6d. 

*.»*  This  is  the  Tenth  Edition  of  this  popular  work. 

Brewster's    (Sir    D.)    Martyrs    of  Science.    Galileo, 

Tycho  Brahe,  Kepler.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  very  neat,  43.  6d. 

***  This  makes  the  Third  Edition  of  this  favourite  work. 

Brewster's    (Sir    D.)    The    Kaleidoscope    Practically 

Described.  Crown  8vo,  with  NUMEROUS  ILLUSTRATIONS,  cloth  very 
neat,  43.  6d. 

Brewster's    (Sir    D.)    The    Stereoscope    Practically 

Described.  Crown  8vo,  with  numerous  illustrations,  cloth  neat, 
43.  6d. 

***  This  was  the  great  philosopher's  Mt  contribution  to  practical  science. 

The  Book  of  Nature  and  the  Book  of  Man,  in  their 

Relation  to  each  other.  By  CHAS.  O.  GROOM  NAPIER,  F.G.S.  Nume- 
rous Wood'  Engravings  and  Photographs  of  Objects  from  Nature. 
With  an  INTRODUCTION  by  the  late  LORD  BROUGHAM.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  183. 

***  An  entirely  now  work  on  Christian  Philosophy,  and  one  that  is  calculated  to  be  very  popular. 

Darwinism  Tested  by  the  Science  of  Language.    By 

PROFESSOR  SCIILEICHER.  Translated  by  Dr.  A.  V.  W.  BIKKEES. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  33.  6d. 

***  A  very  curious  book,  tracing  all  European  Languages  to  an  Asiatic  source.    The  woik  haf 
attracted  considerable  attention  on  the  ConthiL-ut. 

Malone's  (Ed.)  Life.     By  Sir  James  Prior,  with  his 

Anecdotes,  "Maloniana,"  &c.    A  handso 
rtrait.    Sells  at  143.    Cloth  new,  43.  3d. 
Apply  to  Mr.  Hotten  DIRECT  for  this  look. 


Manuscript  Anecdotes,  "Maloniana,"  &c.    A  handsome  library  vol., 
with  fine  portrait.    Sells  at  143.    Cloth  new,  43.  3d. 


Pedigrees.  —  Marshall's     Index     to     the     Printed 

Pedigrees  of  the  Heralds'  Visitations.    8vo,  cloth,  a  very  useful  book 
to  the  Student  of  FAMILY  HISTORY.    Sells  at  53.    as.  6d. 
Apply  DIRECT  for  this  ivork. 

John  Camden  Hotton,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


The  Champion  Fig  of  England.    A  Capital  Story  for 

Schoolboys.    Cloth  gilt.     With  spirited  Illustration*  by  Concanen, 
coloured  and  plain,  33.  6d. 


•  He  w.i  t  pi*-Uk«  him  for  all  la  all, 
We  ne'er  shall  look  upon  l.ii  like  again. 


UNIFORM  WITH  MR.  RUSKIN'S  EDITION  OP  "GERMAN 
POPULAR  STORIES." 

Prince  TTbbely  Bubble's  New  Story  Book. 

THE  DRAGON  ALL  COVERED  WITH  SPIKES. 

THE  LONG-TAILED  NAO. 

THE  THREE  ONE-LEGGED  MEN. 

THE  OLD  FLY  AND  THE  YOUNG  FL7 

TOM  AND  THE  OGRE. 

And  many  other  tales. 

By  J.  TEMPLETON  LUCAS  With  numerous  Illustrations  by  Matt 
Morgan,  Barnes,  Gordon  Thompson,  Brunton,  and  other  artist*.  In 
small  4to,  green  and  gold,  43.  6d. 

-  Gilt  leave*,  5s.  6d. 


*•*  This  is  an  entirely  new  story-book,  and.  one  that  is  likely  to  b«com« 
very  popular. 


Acrostics  in  Prose  and  Verse.    Edited  by  A.  E.  H. 
i:mo,  gilt  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3s. 

-  SECOND  SERIES,    inno,  gilt  cloth,  gilt  edges,  js. 

-  THIRD  SERIES,    itmo,  gilt  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3*. 

-  FOURTH  SERIES.     With  8  Pictorial  Acrostics,      iimo,  gilt 
cloth,  38. 

-  FIFTH  SERIES.  Easy  Double.  Historical.    Scriptural  Acrostics. 
i  zmo,  gilt  cloth,  gilt  edges,  38. 

The  most  popular  Acrostics  published. 

».»  F«cA  ttrifi  toU  ttpantttg.  T!MM  art  the  brat  TO!«BM  of  Aermrtle*  «w 

-  rarietr  of  •*"*  aa 


The  whole  complete  in  a  case,  "  The  Acrostic  J3ox,"  price  158. 
John  Camdcn  Hotten,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


POPULAR  EDITION  OF  MR.  DISRAELI'S  SPEECHES. 
Disraeli's  (The  Bight  Hon.  B.)  Speeches  on  the  Con- 
stitutional Policy  of  the  Last  30  Years.    Royal  i6mo,  is.  4d.  j  in  cloth, 
is.  lod. 

%*  Selected  and  edited,  with  the  approval  of  the  late  First  Minister  of  the  Crown,  by  J.  F 
Bulley,  Esq.  The  text  is  mainly  founded  on  a  careful  comparison  of  the  Times  newspaper  and 
Haniaid't  Debatei,  as  corrected  by  Mr.  Disraeli,  and  of  which  the  publisher  has  obtained  special 
licence  to  avail  himself. 

Artemus  Ward's  Lecture  at  the  Egyptian  Hall,  with 

the  Panorama,  6s.  Edited  by  T.  W.  ROBERTSON  (Author  of  "  Caste," 
"Ours,"  "Society,"  &c.),  and  E.  P.  KINGSTON.  Small  4to,  exqui- 
sitely printed  green  and  gold,  WITH  NUMEROUS  TINTED  ILLUSTRATIONS, 
price  6s. 


"  Mr.  Hotten  has  conceived  the  happy  idea  of  printing  Artetnus  Ward's 
'  Lecture'  in  such  a  way  as  to  afford  the  reader  an  accurate  notion  of  the 
emphasis,  by-play,  &c.,  with  which  it  was  delivered.  We  have  no  hesita- 
tion in  saying  that  Mr.  Hotten  has  almost  restored  the  great  humorist  to 
the  flesh."— Daily  Telegraph. 

»  The  tomahawk  fell  from  our  hands  as  we  roared  with  lauRhter-the  pipe  of  peace  slipped  from 
between  our  lipi  as  our  eyes  filled  with  tears !  Laughter  for  Artemus's  wit— tears  for  his  untimely 
d^a'h!  This  book  is  a  rccord  of  both.  Those  who  never  saw  Artemus  in  the  flesh,  let  them  read  of 
him  ia  the  spirit"—  Tomahawk. 

"  It  actually  reproduces  Ward's  Lecture,  which  was  brimful  of  first-class  wit  and  humour."— 
—Daily  tfetci. 

"  It  keeps  you  in  fit*  of  laughter."— Leader. 

•One  of  the  choice  and  curious  volumes  for  the  issue  of  which  Mr.  Hotten  has  become  famous."— 
fjity  Prett. 

"  The  Lecture  is  not  alone  droll ;  it  is  full  of  information."-  Examiner. 

"  It  adds  one  to  the  books  of  genuine  fun  we  have  got."-Sunday  Timet. 

Hedding's  (Cyrus)  Personal  Reminiscences  of  Emi- 
nent Men.    Thick  cr.  8vo,  three  vols.,  $s-  complete. 
***  Full  of  amusing  stories  of  eminent  Literary  and  other  Celebrities 
of  the  present  century.    The  work  is  a  fund  of  anecdote. 

Apply  to  Mr.  Hotten  DIRECT  for  this  work. 

John  Camden  Hotten,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


THE  NEW   "PUNIANA    SERIES"    OF 

CHOICE    ILLUSTRATED    WORKS    OF 
HUMOUR. 


F^a-ty  prtnte*.  <m  <<m«i  paper,  full  gilt,  gttt  «?;«*,  />r  tie 
Drawing  Room,  price  6>.  each  .— 

1.  Carols  of   Cockayne.      By   Henry   8.  Leigh.     Vers  da 

8ocie"t4  «nd  charming  Veract  descriptire  of  London  Lite.  With  numer- 
ous exquisite  little  design*  by  ALVRRD  COVCAVBBT  and  the  late  JOUJT 
Linen.  Bmall  410,  elegant,  uniform  with  "  Funiana,"  6s. 

2.  The  "Bab  Ballads"     New  Illustrated  Book   of  Hu. 
MOOR;  OB,  A  GBIAT  DEAL  OF  HBTMB   WITH  VFRT  LITTLE  RBASOBT. 
By  W.  8.  GILBBST.     WITH  A   MOST  LACGHABLR   ILLCBTRATIOV  o» 

•  KARLT   BVKBT   PAOB,   DRAW  BT   THi   ACIUOR.      Uu   toned  paper,  gilt 

edge*,  price  6a. 

"An  awful! j  Jolly  Book  for  Partie*." 

3.  Puniana.       Best    Book    of    Riddles    and    Pars    ever 

formed.  Thoughts  Wise  and  Otherwise.  With  nearly  100  exquisitely 
fanciful  drawings.  Contains  nearly  3  ooo  of  the  best  Kiddles  and  10,000 
most  outrageous  Puns,  and  is  one  of  the  most  popular  books  erer  issued. 
New  edition,  uniform  with  the  "Bab  Ballads,"  price  6s. 

Why  did  D»  Ckailln  get  to  angry  when  kt  icat  ckafftd  about  tk* 
Gorilla  T  Why  J  ve  atk. 

Why  it  a  ekrytalit  like  a  not  roll  J  Ton  will  do*lt!e*t  remark,  "  Be- 
cause ift  the  grub  that  make*  the  butter  fly  f  But  tee  "  Puniana." 

Why  it  a  wide-awake  hat  to  culled  f  Beeautt  it  never  had  a  nap,  ant 
never  wantt  one. 

The  fotmrlav  Rtnirw  ••?•  of  thl«  moit  amatlot  work-"  Enormont  b«rt«^o«-nn«pprt>«chibtt 
and  prf  fmlutnt.  \Ve  vrotnr*  to  tbiok  lb»t  tfcu  »ery  quc«r  <oiumc  mill  b«  •  f«»ouriie.  It  iBHNBl 
to  b«  *o  :  and  «•  tbould  turcrtt  that,  to  •  dull  p«r*oo  dntrou*  to  gn  credit  with  (ht  rouf  kolul»j 
•••pit.  tt  would  »•  fcood  policy  to  latMt  ID  (toe  book.  »nd  dole  it  o«t  by  luiUklment*.'* 

John  Camdtn  Eotte»^tmd  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERT  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


Seymour's  Sketches.    A  Companion  Volume  to  "Leech's 

Pictures."  The  Book  of  Cockney  Sports,  Whims  and  Oddities.  Nearly 
200  highly  amusing  Illustrations.  Oblong  410,  a  handsome  volume,  half 
morocco,  price  123. 

•••A  re-i*iue  of  the  famous  pictorial  comicalities  which  were  so  popular  thirty  years  a*o.  The 
volume  n  admirably  adapted  for  a  table-book,  and  the  pictures  will  doubtless  train  meet  with  that 
r""u!arity  which  wa»  extended  toward*  them  when  the  arti»t  projected  with  Mr.  Lhcke.aa  the  fainou* 
"Fickwick  Paper*." 

The    Famous     "  DOCTOR     SYNTAX'S "  *•  Three     Tours. 

One  of  the  most  Amusing  and  Laughable  Books  ever  published.  With 
the  whole  of  Rowlandson's  very  droll  full-page  illustrations,  in  colourst 
after  the  original  drawings.  Comprising  the  well-known  Touns: — 

I.  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque. 
a.  In  Search  of  Consolation. 
3.  In  Search  of  a  Wife. 

The  three  series  complete  and  unabridged  from  the  original  editions  in 
one  handsome  volume*  with  a  Life  of  this  industrious  Author — the  En- 
glish Le  Sage— now  first  written  by  John  Camde:?  Eotten. 


•7 

•«*  It  is  not  a  little  surprising  that  the  most  voluminous  and  popular 
English  writer  since  the  days  of  Defoe  should  never  before  have  received 
the  small  honour  of  a  biography.  This  Edition  contains  the  whole  of  the 
original,  hitherto  sold  for  £i  us.  6d.,  but  which  <*  now  published  at 
7s.  6d.  only. 

A  VEBY  USEFUL  BOOK.    In  folio,  half  morocco,  cloth  sides,  73.  6d. 
Literary    Scraps,  Cuttings   from    Newspapers,  Extracts, 

Miscellanea,  &c.      A   FOLIO   SCRAP-BOOK  OF  340  COLUMNS, 

formed  for  the  reception  of  Cuttings,  &c.,  with  guards. 

CW  Authors  and  literary  men  have  thanked  the  publisher  for  this  useful 
look. 

•.•  A  most  useful  tolume,  and  one  of  the  cheapest  ever  .old.  The  book  i«  sure  to  be  appreciated' 
and  to  become  popular. 

Hone's  Scrap  Book.    A    Supplementary  Volume    to    the 

"Every- Day  Book,"  the  "Year  Book,"  and  the  "  Table- Book."  From 
the  MSS.  of  the  late  WILLIAM  HONE,  with  upwards  of  One  Hundred 
and  Fifty  engravings  of  curious  or  eccentric  objects.  Thick  8vo,  uniform 
with  "  Year-Book,"  pp.  800. [In  preparation. 

John  Camdtn  Hotten,  74  and  75,  PitcadWy,  W. 


"His  capital  speeches.     Every  one  of  them  n.  .igc  of 

'  Pickwick.'"—  The  Critic. 


Tins  day,  price  7-r.  &/.,  with  fine  Portrait  by  Count  D'Orsay,  370  ft, 

SPEECHES 

LITERARY  AND  SOCIAL. 
BY    CHARLES    DICKENS. 


NOU'  FIRST  COLLECTED. 

WITH  CHAPTERS  ON  "CHARLES  DICKENS  AS  A  LETTER  WRITER, 
POET,  AND  PUBLIC  READER." 


John  Camden  Hottcn,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  IV. 


"  Anecdotes  seem  to  have  poured  in  upon  the  author  from  all  quarters. 
*  *  *  Turn  where  we  will  through  these  370  pleasant  pages, 
something  worth  reading  is  sure  to  meet  the  eye."  —  The  Standard. 


Tliis  day,  price  7s.  6d.,  with  numerous  Portraits  and  Illustrations, 


CHARLES  DICKENS 


BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "THE  LIFE  OF  THACKERAY" 


WITH  ILLUSTRATIONS  AND  FACSIMILES. 


John  Camdcn  Hotten,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


AARON  FENLEY'S  Sketching  in  Water  Colours,  21s. 

By  the  Author  of  "  The  English  School  of  Painting  in  Wuter-Colours," 
&c.  ILLUSTRATKD  WITH  TWENTY-ONE  BEAUTIFUL  CiiROMo-Lnii»- 
ORAPIIS,  produced  with  the  utmost  care  to  resemble  original  WATKU- 
COLOUR  DRAWINGS.  Small  folio,  the  text  tastefully  printed,  in  hand- 
some binding,  gilt  edges,  suitable  for  the  drawing-room  table,  price  zi*. 

»,»  It  has  long  been  felt  that  the  maimlfleent  work  of  the  rrrnt  F.nrfUh  matter  of  painting  i« 
water-«olour«,  published  at  £4  4*,,  wai  loo  dear  for  (rtmeral  circulation.  The  above  nnbodlM  all 
the  inrtructlont  of  the  di»Un|cuUhe.l  author,  with  twentjr-oM  beautiful  •pechncoa  of  wi 
painting.  IT  IS  A  MOST  CUAKM1XO  rUKdUIT  FOU  A  YOCJTU  LAUT. 


Clever  and  Brilliant  Boole  (Companion  to  the  "  Bon  faultier 
Ballads"),  FUCK  ON  PEGASUS.  Br  II.  CHOLMONDELEY 
PEN  NELL. 


99"  This  most  amusing  work  has  already 
passed  through  FIVE  EDITIONS,  receiving 
everywhere  the  highest  praise  as  "  a  clever 
and  brilliant  book."  TO  NO  OTHER 
'  WORK  OF  THE  PR  ESEKT  DA  T  HA  VE 
80  MANY  DISTINGUISHED  ARTISTS  CON'I '/;//;/ ' /7.7»  // 
TRATIONS.  To  the  designs  of  <;i:nK(',n  CKl'lKSHANK,  JOHN 
LEECH,  JULIAN  PORTCH,  "PHIZ,"  and  other  artist >-,  SIR  NOKL 
PATON,  MILLAI8.JOHN  TENNIEL,  RICHARD  DOYLE,  and  M. 
ELLEN  EDWARDS  have  now  contributed  several  exquisite  pictures, 
thus  making  the  new  edition— which  is  TWICE  THE  SIZE  OF  THE  OLD  ONE, 
and  contains  irresistibly  funny  pieces— THE  HEHT  HOOK  FOR  THE 
DRAWING-ROOM  TABLE  NOW  PUBLISHED. 

In  4*0,  printed  within  an  india-paper  tone,  and  elegantly  bound,  gilt, 
gilt  edges,  price  IDS.  6d.  only. 

John  Camden  Hotten,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


MOST  AMUSING  NEW  BOOK. 
Caricature  History  of  the  Georges  (House  of  Hanover). 

Very  entertaining  book  of  640  pages,  with  400  Pictures,  Caricatures, 
Squibs,  Broadsides,  Window  Pictures.   By  T.  WEIGHT,  F.S.A.   73. 6<L 


%*  Companion  Volume  to  "History  of  Signboards."  Reviewed  us 
almost  every  English  journal  with  highest  approbation. 

"  A  set  of  caricatures  such  os  we  hare  in  Mr.  Wright's  volume  bring*  the  surface  of  the  a?» 
before  u*  with  a  vividness  that  no  prose  writer,  even  of  the  highest  power,  could  emulate. 
Macaulav's  most  brilliant  sentence  is  weak,  by  the  side  of  the  little  woodcut  from  Gillray  wich  give* 
•u  Burke  and  Fox."— Saturday  Review. 

44  A  «ore  amusing  work  of  its  kind  never  issued  from  the  press."— Art  Journal. 

44  This  U  on*  of  the  most  agreeable  and  interesting  books  of  the  season."— Public  Opinion. 

41  It  seems  superfluous  to  say  that  this  is  an  entertaining  book.  It  is  indeed  one  of  the  most 
entertaining  books  we  have  read  for  a  long  time.  It  is  history  teaching  by  caricature.  There  is 
hardly  an  event  of  note,  hardly  a  personage  of  ma-k,  hardly  a  social  whimsey  worth  a  moment's 
police,  which  is  not  satirised  and  illustrated  in  these  pages.  We  have  here  the  caricaturists  from 
Hogarth  to  GiUray,  and  from  GUlray  to  Cruikshank."— Morning  Star. 

44  It  i*  emphatically  one  of  the  liveliest  of  books,  as  also  one  of  the  most  interesting.  It  has  th* 
twofold  merit  of  being  at  once  amusing  and  edifying.  The  600  odd  pages  which  make  up  the 
goodly  volume  are  doubly  enhanced  by  some  400  illustrations,  of  which  a  dozen  are  full-page 
engravings."— Morning  Poit. 

"Mr.  Thomas  Wright  is  so  ripe  a  scholar,  and  is  so  rich  in  historical  reminiscences,  that  he 
cannot  fail  to  make  an  interesting  book  on  any  subject  be  undertakes  to  illustrate,  lie  has  achieved 
a  success  on  the  present  occasion.  —/Vets 

Notice.— Large-paper  Edition.    4to,  only  100  printed, 

on  extra  fine  paper,  wide  margins  for  the  lovers  of  choice  books,  with 
extra  Portraits,  half -morocco  (a  capital  book  to  illustrate),  303. 

Romance  of  the  Rod:  an  Anecdotal  History  of  the 

Birch  in  Ancient  and  Modern  Times.    With  some  quaint  illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  handsomely  printed.  [In  preparation. 

John  Camden  Hotten*  74  and  75,  Piccadilly -,  W,  "* 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


Popular  Shilling  Books  of  Humour. 


ARTEMUS  WARD  :  His  BOOK. 
AKTKMUS  WAUD   Ail  UNO   TUB 

MORMONS. 
BIGLOW  PAPEBS. 
ORPHEUS  C.  KERB  PAPERS. 

JOSH  BILLINGS. 


ROOD'S  VERB  VEREKER. 
HOLMES'  WIT  AND  lluiioui. 
NEVER  CAUGHT. 
CHIPS  FROM  A  ROUGH  Loo. 
MR,  SPROUTS  :  His  OPINIONS. 


Yankee  Drolleries.  Edited  by  George  Augustus  Sala, 
Containing  Artenras  Word ;  Biglow  Papers  j  Orpheus  C.  Kerr ;  Major 
Jack  Downing ;  and  Naaby  Paper*.  One  of  tbo  cheapest  books  ever 
published.  New  Edition,  on  toned  paper,  cloth  extra,  700  pages,  $s.  6d. 

Orpheus  C.  Kerr  Papers.  The  Original  American 
Edition, Three  Series,  complete.  3  roll.  8vo,  cloth ;  sells  at  £i  *s.  6d., 
now  specially  offered  at  151. 

•»•  A  moat  mlrth-proToklnc  work.    It  WM  Sn«  Introdoead  Into  thU  eomtrr  by  flw  B*rfSj| 
oBean  who  w«r«  quartered  during  th«  Ut.  war  on  tli«  Canadian  frontier.    They  found  It  o«*  •! 
*  nlecM  of  oompoaiUoa  tbqr  Ud  *m  BM  wiUt,  and  a»  tinigM  oopte  vnt  for  th* 


A  Keepsake  for  Smokers. —  "  The  Smoker's  Text- 
Book."  By  J.  HAVER,  F.B.8.L.  This  day,  exquisitely  printed  from 
"  silver-faced"  typo,  cloth,  very  neat,  gilt  edges,  is.  6d.,  post  fro*. 


THE  TRfE  COMSOtEt. 


but  rorr  clear  notwltSitaa«ln>  IU  mlnotonMa.  .  .  .  T1*  pa«<»  tine  ta  Tarioua  *?!<»  th«  pralaw 
of  tobacco.  Amonfftt  the  writer.  Ul.l  under  contribution  tr*  Uulwtr,  tUngaloj,  Cb«ilM  L*tab» 
Thackaraj,  Uaao  lirowo*,  Cowpcr,  and  Uyroa."-rA«  f*U. 

Laughing  Philosopher  (The),  consisting  of  several 
Thousand  of  the  best  JOKES,  WITTICISMS,  PUNS,  EPIOUAMS,  HUVOBOTJB 
STORIES,  and  Witty  Compositions  in  the  English  Language ;  intended 
as  "  Fun  for  the  Million."  Square  izmo,  nearly  800  pages,  frontis> 
piece,  half  morocco  neat,  5s.  6d. 

John  Camden  Hottcn,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS, 


The  History  of  Advertising  in  all  Ages  and  Countries. 

A  Companion  to  the  "  HISTORY  OP  SIGNBOARDS."  With  many  very 
amusing  Anecdotes  and  Examples  of  Successful  Advertisers;  By 
MESSES.  LARWOOD  and  HOTTEN. [Jn  preparation. 

Signboards :  their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous 

Taverns  and  remarkable  Characters.  By  JASOB  LARWOOD  and  JOHN 
CAMDEN  HOTTEN.  "A  book  which  will  delight  all."— Spectator.  This 
day,  Fourth  Edition,  pages  580,  price  7s.  6d.  only. 


From  tKi  u  Timei." 

"It  is  not  fair  cm 
tn»  part  of  a  re- 
riewer  to  pick  out 
the  plums  of  an 
author's  book,  thu» 
filching  away  hit 
cream,  and  leaving 
little  but  skim-milk 
remaining ;  but,  even 
If  we  were  ever  so 
maliciously  inclined, 


* 


BULL  A1TD  MOUTH, 
(Angel  Si,  8t  Martin's-le-Grand,  circa  1SOOJ 


From  the  u  Timtt.9 

we  could  not  in  the 
present  instance 
pick  out  all  Me-sru. 
Larwood  and  Hot- 
ten's  plums,  because 
the  good  things  ar* 
so  numerous  as  to 
defy  the  most  whole- 
sale depredation."— 
Review  of  thret 
columnt. 


Nearly  100  most  curious  illustrations  on  wood  are  given,  showing 
the  various  old  signs  which  were  formerly  hung  from  taverns  and  other 
houses.  The  frontispiece  represents  the  famous  sign  of  "The  Man 
loaded  with  Mischief,"  in  the  colours  of  the  original  painting  said  to 
have  been  executed  by  Hogarth. 

Notice.—  "Large-paper  Edition,"  with    Seventy-Two 

extra  Illustrations  (not  given  in  the  small  edition),  showing  Old 
London  in  the  days  when  Signboards  hung  from  almost  every  house. 
In  4to,  half  -morocco  neat,  303. 

»«  *  Only  a  small  number  printed  on  extra  fine  paper  with  wide  margins  for  the  lover  of  fine  books. 

The   Parks   of  London.     Their  History  and  Asso- 

ciations from  the  Earliest  Times.  By  JACOB  LARWOOD.  WITH  ILLUS- 
TRATIONS BY  THE  AUTHOR.  [In  the  Press. 

AN  EXTRAORDINARY  BOOK. 
Hotten's    Edition  of   "  Contes   Drolatiqnes  n    (Droll 

Tales  collected  from  the  Abbeys  of  Loraine).  Par  BALZAC.  With 
Four  Hundred  and  Twenty-five  Marvellous,  Extravagant,  and  Fan- 
tastic  Woodcuts  by  GUSTAVE  DORB.  Beautifully  printed,  thick  8vo, 
half  morocco,  Roxburghe,  122.  6d. 

•**  The  most  singular  designs  ever  attempted  by  any  arWst    This  book  is  a  fond  of  amusemant 
•o  crammed  is  it  with  pictures  that  even  the  contents  are  adorned  with  thirty-throe  Illustrations. 

Direct  application  must  le  made  to  Mr.  Hottenfor  this  work. 
John  Camden  Hotien,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


Sets  of  "Punch,"  1841—1860.  EIr.  Hottcn  Las 
purchased  from  the  Messrs.  Virtue  and  Co.  their  ENTIRE  REMAINDER 
of  this  important  set  of  books,  which  contains,  among  ita  12,000  Illus- 
trations and  Contributions  from  the  most  noted  Wita  of  the  time,  the 
WHOLE  OP  LEECH'S  SKETCHES,  4  vols. :  LEECH'S  PEXCILLINGS,  ^  vols. ; 
TEN-KIEL'S  CARTOONS  ;  DOYLE'S  MB.  PIPS  HIS  DIARY  ;  MANNERS  AND 
CUSTOMS  OF  THE  ENGLISH  ;  BROWN.  JONES,  AND  BOBINSO.V  ;  Punch's 
Almanacks,  I  vol. ;  Thackeray's  Miscellanies,  4  vols. ;  The  Cau  lie 
Lectures ;  Story  of  a  Feather ;  Ac.,  &c.  39  half-yearly  vols.  bound  in 
10  vols.,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  published  at  £16  log.,  to  be  obtained  of 
Mr.  Hotten  for  £6  ios.  ONLY. 


The  Standard  Work  on  Diamonds  and  Precious  Stones; 

their  History,  Value,  and  Properties,  with  Simple  Tests  for  Ascer- 
taining their  Reality.  By  UABRY  EMANUEL,  F.tt.Q.8.  With  nume- 
rous  Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  New  Edition,  Prices  brought 
down  to  Present  Time,  full  gilt,  izs.  6d. 


*  Will  b«  «<x«pt«bU  Jo  mm?  rMden."— 71AM*. 
«  Aa  tavaluAbU  work  (or  boycn  *nd  §«Iler«."- 

BM  the  TW  B*rt«tt  of  thiw  colona* 

%•  T7iw  neto  adtfton  w  greatly  superior  to  the  previous  one.    ft  yivet 
the  latest  market  value  for  Diamonds  and  Precious  Stones  of  every  ros. 

Tho  Young  Botanist:  A  Popular  Guida  to  Elementary 

Botany.    By  T.  8.  RALPIT,  of  the  Linmsan  Society.    In  i  vol.,  with 
300  Drawings  from  Nature,  zs.  6d.  plain,  43.  6d.  coloured  by  band. 

•••  An  «rs«nent  l>noV  for  (?>•  r<Mr>f  \#tfnnir.    T*«  ob|«««  K>«eM  M  ilMlfltlnni  «r«  tUb« 
•aqr  of  •cc««  M  ipociutcu*  of  wUJ  pU^U,  or  *r»  common  la  g*i " 


punter's   Modern  Confectioner.     The  Best  Book  on 

Confectionery  and  Desserts.  An  Entirely  New  Edition  of  this 
Standard  Work  on  the  Preparation  of  ConfectK  ncry  and  the  Arrange- 
ment of  Desserts.  Adapted  for  private  families  or  large  establish- 
ments. By  WILLIAM  JKANCS,  Chief  Confectioner  at  Messrs.  Quutcr's 
(Confectioners  to  Her  Majesty),  Bcrkeley-sqnare.  With  Plates,  post 
8vo,  cloth,  6s.  6d. 

••  All  bowekMiMn  «lx 


%•  This  tcork  has  won  for  itself  the  reputation  of  being  the  Standard 
English  Book  on  the  preparation  of  all  kinds  of  Confectionery,  and  on 
the  arrangement  of  Desserts. 

John  Camden  Hotten,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


•  VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS'. 


NEW   BOOK    BY   THE    "ENGLISH    GUSTAVE    DORE  "— 

COMPANION  TO  THE  "  HATCHET-THKOWERS." 
Legends  of  Savage  Life.    By  James  Greenwood,  the 

famous  Author  of  "  A  Night  in  a  Workhouse."    With  36  inimitably 
droll    illustrations,   drawn    and    coloured    by  ERNEST    GRISET    the 
English  Gustave  Dore."    4to,  coloured,  73.  6d. ;  plain,  53. 

«,!*1^™  ^^Z£T!!*£  ^e '' Va.tC.htt-T.hrowers  "  ™»  n"  regret  any  acquaintance 


drawinS9  **  M'  Griset  are  VCI7  Powerful  and  eccentric."— 


School  Life  at  Winchester   College;    or,  the  Remi- 

niscences of  a  Winchester  Junior.  By  the  Author  of  "The  Log  of 
the  Water  Lily,"  and  ';  The  Water  Lily  on  the  Danube."  Second 
edition,  revised,  coloured  plates,  73.  6d. 


***  This  book  does  for  Winchester  what  "  Tom  Brown'a  School  Days  "  did  for  Rugby. 

Log  of  the  "Water  Lily"  (Thames  Gig),  during  Two 

Cruises  in  the  Summers  of  1851-52,  on  the  Rhine,  Neckar,  Main, 
Moselle,  Danube,  and  other  Streams  of  Germany.  By  B.  B.  MANS- 
FIELD, B.A.,  of  University  College,  Oxford,  and  illustrated  by  ALFRED 
THOMPSON,  B.A.,  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  [In  preparation. 

***  This  was  the  earliest  boat  excursion  of  the  kind  ever  made  on  the  Continental  rivers.  Very 
recently  the  subject  has  been  revived  again  in  the  exploits  of  Mr.  MacGregor  in  his  "  Kob  Roy 
Canoe."  The  volume  will  be  found  most  interesting  to  those  who  propose  taking  a  similar  trip, 
whether  on  the  Continent  or  elsewhere. 

The  Hatchet-Throwers.  With  Thirty-six  Illustra- 
tions, coloured  after  the  Inimitably  Grotesque  Drawings  of  ERNEST 
GRISET,  the  English  Gustave  Dore.  4to,  cloth  gilt,  73.  6d. ;  plates, 
uncoloured,  53. 

***  Comprises  the  astonishing  adventures  of  Three  Ancient  Manners,  the  Brothers  Brass  of 
Bristol,  Mr.  Corker,  and  Mungo  Midge. 

Melchicr    Gorles.     By   Henry   Aitchenbie.      3    vols. 

8vo,  £i  us.  6d. 

***  The  New  Novel,  illustrative  of  "  Mesmeric  Influence,"  or  whatever  else  >7e  may  choose  to 
term  that  strangs  power  which  some  persons  exercise  over  others. 

John  Camden  Hotten,  74  and  75,  Piccadilly,  W. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


Original  Edition  of  Flake's  Works. 

NOTICE.— Mr.  Hottcn  has  in  preparation  a  few  facsimile  copies  (exact 
as  to  paper,  printing — tJie  water-colour  drawings  being  filled  in  by  an 
artist)  of  the  ORIGINAL  EDITIONS  of  the  Books  written  and  Illustrated 
by  WILLIAM  BLAKE.  As  it  is  only  intended  to  produce — with  utmost 
care— a  few  examples  of  each  work,  Mr.  Hotten  will  be  glad  to  hear  from 
any  gentleman  who  may  desire  to  secure  copies  of  these  wonderful  books. 
The  first  volume,  "  MARRIAGE  OP  HEAVEN  AND  HELL,"  4to,  is  now  being 
issued,  price  303.,  half  morocco. 

"BUke  Is  a  real  uame.  I  aware  you,  and  a  moat  extraordinary  man  ha  to.  If  be  Mill  be  IMac. 
Ho  it  tba  Blake  whoaa  wild  designs  accompany  a  splendid  edition  of  •  Blair's  Grave.'  H«  jxuntti* 
tratcr-coloun  marrrUoui  itrange  ptcturtt—rutoni  a/  Aw  brat*—  wAirA  Ht  autrU  Ar  AM  WML  TA#f 
hive  great  merit.  I  must  look  upon  him  a*  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  persons  of  the  an  "— 
CUAULU  LAMB. 

George  Chapman's  Flays,  from  the  Original  Texts. 
Edited,  with  Notes  and  an  Introduction,  by  ALGERNON  CHARLES 
SWINBURNE.  4  vols.,  tastefully  printed,  uniform  with  Wm.  Pickering* « 
Editions  of  the  "  Old  Dramatist*."  [In  preparation. 

UNIFORM  WITH  MB.  SWINBURNE'S  POEMS. 
Fcap.  8vo,  45^  pturoji.  F«nA  Portrait  and  Autograph,  78.  6d. 

Walt  Whitman's  Poems.  (Leaves  of  Grass,  Drum- 
Taps,  <fcc.)  Selected  and  Edited  by  WILLIAM  Micu AKT,  ROSSCTTT. 

"  Whitman  Is  a  poet  who  bears  and  needs  to  be  read  as  a  whole,  and  than  the  volume  and  n..--*M 
of  lilt  power  carry  the  dlsflnrementa  alona;  with  It  and  away. -He  Is  really  a  nne  - 

CHamUr,;  Journal,  in  a  veryVoaf  Nodea,  July  4lh,  1SBA. 


.,  ***  A  9  feat  deal  of  prejudice  in  this  country  has  been  shown  against 
/us  very  remarkable  author.    His  work  should  be  read  by  independent 

^0*   °rm*    t0tally  °art    Wl*  th*  *******  ih°*  *"V* 


Rossetti's  Criticisms  on  Swinburne's  Poems.      Price 

33.  6.1. 

The  Prometheus  Bound  of  JEschylus.    Translated  in 
the  Original  Metres  by  C.  B.  CAYLEY,  B.A.    Cloth,  price  33.  6d. 

SECOND  EDITION.—  Now  ready,  4to,  103.  6a.,  on  toned  paper, 

very  elegant. 
Bianca.    Poems  and  Ballads.    By  Edward  Brennan. 
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VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


Wright's    (Thomas,    M.A. )    History    of     Domestic 

Manners  and  Sentiments  in  England  during  the  Middle  Ages.  1862. 
Thick  small  4to.  Illustrated  with  a  great  profusion  of  most  inte- 
resting woodcuts,  drawn  and  engraved  by  Fairholt,  from  the  illumi- 
nations in  contemporary  MSS.  and  other  sources.  Cloth,  bevelled 
boards,  red  edges.  Sells  at  213.  New,  IDS.  6d.  only. 
DIRECT  APPLICATION  must  be  made  to  Mr.  Hotten  for  this  Work. 

Carton's    Statutes   of  Henry  VII.,    1489.      Edited, 

with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  JOHN  RAE,  Esq.,  Fellow  of  the  Eoyal 
Institution.  In  remarkable  facsimile,  from  the  rare  original,  small 
folio, 

The  ^  earliest  known  volume  of  Printed  Statutes,  and  remarkable  as 
being  in  English.  It  contains  some  very  curious  and  primitive  Legis- 
lation on  Trade  and  Domestic  Matters,  such  as : — 


Price  of  Hats  and  Caps 

French  Wines 

Act  for  Peopling  Isle 

of  Wight 
Against  Butchers 


Giving  of  Livery 
Concerning  Customs 
Fires  in  London 
Rebels  in  the  Field 


Correcting  Priests 
Against  Hunters 
Marrying    a    Woman 
against  her  Will,  &c. 


Genealogical  Collections  concerning  the  Sir-Name  of 

Baird,  and  the  Families  of  Auchmedden,  Newbyth,  and  Sauchton 
Hall  in  particular.  With  copies  of  old  letters  and  papers  worth  pre- 
serving, and  account  of  several  transactions  in  this  country  during  the 
last  two  centuries.  Reprinted  from  the  original  MS.  in  the  Advo- 
cates'Library,  Edinburgh.  Price  to  Subscribers,  IOB.  6d.  [Preparing. 

*#t  The  present  edition  will  include  an  appendix  containing  a  large  amount  of  fresh  genealogical 
information.  The  work  is  one  possessing  general  interest,  foreign  to  most  Family  Histories.  No 
pains  will  be  spared  to  make  the  work  an  accurate  and  beautiful  one.  As  the  impression  will  be 
limited  strictly  to  100  copies,  early  application  must  be  made  to  secure  them. 

ANECDOTES  OF  THE  "LONG  PARLIAMENT"  OF  1645. 
The  Mysteries  of  the  Good   Old   Cause:    Sarcastic 

Notices  of  those  Members  of  the  Long  Parliament  that  held  places, 
both  Civil  and  Military,  contrary  to  the  Self-denying  Ordinance  of 
April  3,  1645  ;  with  the  sums  of  money  and  lands  they  divided  among 
themselves.  In  4to,  half  morocco,  choicely  printed,  price  73.  6d. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.    An  Exact  Facsimile 

of  this  Important  Document  in  the  House  of  Lords,  with  the  Fifty- 
nine  Signatures  of  the  Regicides,  and  Corresponding  Seals,  admirably 
executed  on  paper  made  to  imitate  the  Original  Document,  22  in.  by 
14  in.  Price  2s. ;  by  post,  23.  4d.  Handsomely  framed  and  glazed 
in  carved  oak  of  an  antique  pattern,  143.  6d. 

Warrant   to    Execute    Mary  Queen  of  Scots.      The 

Exact  Facsimile  of  this  Important  Document,  including  the  Signature 
of  Queen  Elizabeth  and  Facsimile  of  the  Great  Seal.  Safe  on  roller, 
23. ;  by  post,  23.  4d.  Handsomely  framed  and  glazed,  in  carved  oak  of 
an  antique  pattern,  243.  6d. ^ ^ 
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VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


MR.  SWINBURNE'S  NEW  BOOK. 

%*  "A  wonderful  literary  performance.^ — "Splendour  of 
jtyle  and  majestic  beauty  of  diction  never  surpassed." — WILLI  AM 
BLAKE:  A  CRITICAL  ESSAT.  With  facsimile  Paintings, 
coloured  by  hand,  from  the  original  drawings  painted  by 
Blake  and  his  wife.  Thick  8vo,  pp.  350,  1 6s. 

with  a  cense  of 
vitality."  —  Daily 
News,  Feb.  i*, 
1868. 

"It  it  in  every 
way  worthy  of  Mr. 
Swinburne1!  high 
famo.  In  no  prose 
work  can  be  found 


•'  An  extraordi- 
nary work :  vio- 
lent, extravagant, 
perverse,  calcu- 
lated to  startle,  to 
shock,  and  to  alarm 
many  readers,  but 
abounding  in  ( 
beauty,  and  chn-  f 
ractcrised  by  intel- 
lectual grasp.  .  .  *• 
.  .  His  power  of  * 
word  •  painting  is 
often  truly  won- 
derful-sometimes, 
it  must  be  ad- 
mitted, in  excess, 
but  always  full  of 
matter,  form,  and 
colour,  and  instinct 


of  keener 
poetry  or  more 
finished  grace,  or 
more  impressive 
harmony.  Strong, 
vigorous,  and 
•Mllill,  the  style 
•weeps  on  like 
a  river."— Sunday 
Ttm«,  Jan.  n, 

iKl 


Mr.    Swinburne's   New   Poem. —  A   Song   of    Italy. 
Fcap.  8vo,  toned  paper,  cloth,  price  3*.  6d. 

•»*  The  Atke**vm  ron.rkjof  thU  yotm    "8*>domtuu  neb  •  ehaat  b~o  bt«r<J  w  fuO  of  (tow, 

•trcngtb,  and  colour." 

Mr.  Swinburne's  Poems  and  Ballads.    Third  Edition. 

Price  98. 

Mr.  Swinburne's  Notes  on  his  Poems,  and  on  the 

Reviews  which  have  appeared  upon  them,  is  now  ready,  price  is. 

Mr.  Swinburne's  Atalanta  in  Calydon.    New  Edition, 

fcap.  8vo,  price  6s. 

Mr.    Swinburne's    Chastelard.     A    Tragedy.      New 

Edition.    Price  7s. 

Mr.    Swinburne's    Queen    Mother    and    Rosamond. 
Now  Edition,  fcap.  8«o,  price  58. 

Mr.  Swinburne's  BothwelL    A  NEW  POEM. 

[In  preparation. 
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VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS 


Best  Guide  to   Reading   Old  3VESS.,  Records,  &c.— 

"  Wright's  Court  Hand  Restored ;  or,  Student's  Assistant  in  Reading 
Old  Deeds,  Charters,  Records,  &c."    Half  morocco,  los.  6d. 
£S*  A  New  Edition,  corrected,  of  AN  INVALUABLE  WORK  TO  ALL  wno 

HAVE    OCCASION    TO    CONSULT    OLD    MSS.,    DEEDS,    CHARTERS,    8fC.      It 

contains  a  series  of  Facsimiles  of  old  MSS.  from  the  time  of  the  Conqueror, 
Tables  of  Contractions  and  Abbreviations,  Ancient  Surnames,  8fc. 

Handbook  of  Family  History  of  tlio  English  Counties : 

Descriptive  Account  of  20,000  most  Curious  and  Rare  Books,  Old 
Tracts,  Ancient  Manuscripts,  Engravings,  and  Privately  -  printed 
Family  Papers,  relating  to  the  History  of  almost  every  Landed  Estate 
and  Old  English  Family  in  the  Country;  interspersed  with  nearly  Two 
Thousand  Original  Anecdotes,  Topographical  ana  Antiquarian  Notes. 
By  JOHN  CAMDEN  Horror.  Nearly  350  pages,  very  neat,  price  53. 

*«»  Byfr.r  the  largest  coKactlon  of  English  and  Welsh  Topography  and  Family  History  ev«t 
forced.    Each  article  has  a  small  price  affixed  (or  the  convenience  of  those  who  may  desire  ta 
i  any  book  or  tract  that  interests  them. 


Higgins*  (Godfrey)  Celtic  Druids ;  or,  an  attempt  to 

ahow  that  the  Druids  were  the  Priests  of  Oriental  Colonies,  the 
introducers  of  the  first  or  Cadmean  System  of  Letters,  the  Builders  of 
StonehcDge,  of  Carnac,  and  other  Cyclopean  Works  in  Asia  and 
Europe.  4to,  numerous  plates  of  Druid  monuments,  rare,  323. 

•^»  The  most  philosophical  dip-cat  of  the  existing  information  upon  the  origin  of  Drui#***l 
Worship.  Copies  huve  been  «old  for  £7.  At  the  above  price  the  book  is  ridiculously  cheap,  com- 
pared with  the  gums  of  money  that  have  been  paid  for  it  very  recently.  Large  paper  copy,  boaiUa. 
tifl.,  very  scarce. 

DIRECT  APPLICATION  must  be  made  to  procure  at  these  reduced  pricef. 

Esholt  in  Airedale,  Yorkshire :  the  Cistercian  Priory 

of  St.  Leonard,  Account  of,  with  View  of  Esholt  Hall.    Small  4to, 

is.  6d. 

London   Directory  for   1667,    the  Earliest  Known 

List  of  the  London  Merchants,  izmo,  very  choicely  printed,  price 
63.  6d.  See  Review  in  the  Times,  Jan.  it. 

***  This  cnrious  little  volume  has  been  reprinted  verbatim  from  one  of  the  only  two  copies  known 
to  be  in  existence.  It  contains  an  Introduction  pointing  out  some  of  the  principal  persons  mentioned 
in  the  list 

For  historical  and  genealogical  purposes  the  little  book  is  of  the  greatest 
value. 

EXACT  FACSIMILE,  LETTER  FOR  LETTER,  OF  THE  EXCES- 

SIVELY   RARE    ORIGINAL, 
Much  Adoe  about  Nothing.    As  it  hath  been  sundrie 

times  publikely  acted  by  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Chamberlaine 
his  seruants.    Written  by  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE,  1600. 
*»*  Small  qxiarto,  on  fine  toned  paper,  half-bound  morocco,  Roxburghe 
style,  only  43.  6d.    (Original  price,  103.  6d.)  
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VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


Lost  Beauties  of  the  English  Language.     Revived 

and  Revivable  in  England  and  America.  An  Appeal  to  Authors, 
Poeta,  Clergymen,  and  Public  Speakers.  By  CHARLES  MACKAY,  LL.D. 
la  crown  8vo,  uniform  with  the  "  Slang  Dictionary,"  price  6s.  6J. 

[In  preparation. 

Captain   Grose's   Dictionary  of  the  Vulgar  Tongue, 
1785.    A  genuine  unmntilated  Reprint  of  the  First  Edition,  price  6s. 


Slang  Dictionary;  or,  the  Vulgar  Words,  Street 
PHRASES,  and  "FAST"  EXPRESSIONS  OP  HIGH  AMD  Low  SOCIETY; 
many  with  their  Etymology,  and  a  few  with  their  Uiitory  traced. 
WITH  CURIOUS  ILLUSTRATIONS.  A  New  Dictionary  of  Colloquial 
English.  Pp.  318,  in  8ro,  price  6s.  6d.,  by  post,  7s. 


10    0 


BM  Two  OTOH  Tsv.  t* 
tkt  Dictionary,  p.  10ft. 

revinoedtf-  J*^^i."^^  Wff^    ^JW  *?***& *??**  **^ 


may 


wed  with  approbation  this  JKctemory  of  Colloquial  English.  "  It 
be  doubted  tf  there  e»i*t*  a  more  amusing  volume  in  the  EngUth 
iaye/'-SpEcrATOR.  "  Valuable  09  a  work  of  reference:  '-SATUBDA  Y 

EEVIEW.    "All  cla»s«s  of  society  will  find  amusement  and  instruction  in 

\tspages."—  TIMES. 

Original  Edition  of  the  Famous  Joe  Miller'*  Jests; 

or,  the  Wit's  Vade-Mecum;  a  Collection  of  the  most  brilliant  Jests, 
politest  Repartees,  most  elegant  Bons-Mots,  and  most  pleasant  short 
Stories  in  the  English  Language.  London  :  printed  by  T.  Bead,  1739. 
An  interesting  specimen  of  remarkable  facsimile,  8vo,  half  morocco, 
price  93.  6d. 
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VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 


In  preparation,  an  entirely 

New  Book  by  the  late  Artenms  Ward.     Edited  by 

his  executors,  T.  W.  Robertson  and  E.  P.  Kingston.    Illustrated  with 
35  pictures,  taken  from  his  world -renowned  Panorama. 

Immediately,  cloth,  very  neat,  zs.  6d. 

The  Works  of  Charles  P.  Browne,  better  known  as 

"ARTEMUS  WARD."    Portrait  by  Geflowski,  the  Sculptor,  and  fac- 
similes, &c. 

History  of  Playing  Cards.    With  Anecdotes,  Ancien 

and  Modern  Games,  Conjuring,  Fortune-Telling,  and  Card-Sharpin 
With  Sixty  curious  illustrations.   Skill  and  Sleight-of-Hand  j  Gamblir 


and  Calculation ;  Cartomancy  and  Cheating ;  Old  Games  and  Gaming- 
Houses;  Card  Eevels  and  Blind  Hookey;  Piquet  and  Vingt-et-un; 
Whist  and  Cribbage ;  Old-Fashioned  Tricks.  Pp.  550,  price  73.  6d. 

«  A  highly-interesting  volume."— Morning  Pott. 

Crnikshank's  Comic  Almanack.    A  complete  set,  as 

published  in  the  original  numbers  from  1835  to  ^S-  19  vols.,  neatly 
bound  in  5  vols.,  half -morocco,  Roxburgh  style,  £3  3s.  Containing 
MERRY  TALES,  JESTS,  HUMOROUS  POETRY,  WHIMS,  ODDITIES,  &c.,  by 
THACKERAY,  THOMAS  HOOD,  ALBERT  SMITH,  and  other  well-known 
comic  writers.  Illustrated  with  nearly  ONE  THOUSAND  WOODCUTS 
AND  STEEL  ENGRAVINGS  by  the  inimitable  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK  and 
othcxf  Artists.  Very  scarce. 

Mr.  Sprouts  his  Opinions.    The  Hew  and  Genuine 

Book  of  Humour.  Uniform  with  "Artemus  Ward."  By  RICHARD 
WHITEINO.  New  Shilling  Edition  now  ready. 
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iv;  AT  IMPORTANT  .v/;ir  HOOKS. 


Hotten's    '  Golden  Library ' 

OF   THE    BEST   AUTHORS. 

%*  A  cb arming  collection  of  Standard  &  Favourite  Worktt  f/c- 
%antly  printed  in  Handy  Volumes,  uniform  toitb  the  Taucbnitz  Series, 
&  published  at  exceedingly  low  prices.  ($•  The  Ntta  I'olutnes  are  : 

HOLMES  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST 

TABLE,     is.     In  cloth,  is.  6d. 

THE  CLERGY THE  BOOK  OF  CLERICAL  ANEC- 
DOTES, and  Pulpit  Eccentricities,  is.  4d.  In 
cloth,  is.  icd. 

CHAS.  LAMB THE  ESSArs  OF  ELIA.    Complete. 

Both  Strtfs.     is.     In  cloth,  is.  6d. 

DICKENS SPEECHES  UPON  LITERARY  AND 

SOCIAL  TOPICS,    as. 
"  His  Speeches  are  as  food  a*  any  of  hi>  printed  writing*. "—TV.*  Tlnui. 

flt   WARD IN    LONDON,   with    the    "PUNCH" 

LETTERS,     is.  6d.     In  cloth,  2$. 

TENNYSON OLD  PROSE  STORIES  OF  IDTLLS 

O/>'  THE  Kl\G.     is.     In  cloth,  is.  6d. 

DISRAELI,    GLADSTONE,    AND    BRIGHT'S    SPEECHES 

are  issued  in  separate  vols. .  at  is.  4&  Cloth,  is.  tod. 
They  comprise  all  the  important  speeches  of  the*  peat  Jtatenaen  dariog  the  pait  1$  yews. 

CARLYLE ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS,    is. 

In  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Should  be  read  and  re  read  by  erery  young  man  in  the  three  kingdoms, 

HOLMES PROFESSOR  AT  THE  BREAKFAST 

TABLE,     is.     In  cloth,  is.  6d. 
A  companion  rolwne  to  "  The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table  " 

LEIGH  HUNT TALE  FOR  A  CHIMNET CORNER. 

AND  OTHER  ESS  A  YS.  is.  4d.  Cloth,  is.  loU. 
A  volume  of  delightful  papers,  humorous  and  pathetic. 

HOOD WHIMS   AND    ODDITIES.      80  Illus- 
trations,    a  Series.  Complete,     is.   Cloth,  is.  6d, 
"The  best  of  all  books  of  humour."— PROFESSOR  WILSON. 

LELAND HANS    BREITMANN'S    BALLADS, 

COMPLETE,     is.     In  cloth,  is.  6d. 

HAWTHORNE MOTE  BOOKS.    English  and  American. 

xs.     In  cloth,  is.  6d. 
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